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Mr. BEARD. 


SIR, ou | 

'T is with great pleafure I embrace this 
opportunity to acknowledge the favours 

I have received from you. Among others I 
would mention in particular the warmth with 
which you efpoufed this piece in its paffage 
to the flage; but I am afraid it would be 
thought a compliment to your good nature, 
foo much at the expence of your judge- 
ment. = : = 
_ ‘If this Opera is confidered merely as a’ 
_ piece or Dramatic writing, it will certainly. 
be found to have very little merit: in that 
light no one can think more indifferently 
of it than Ido myfelf; but'I believe I may 
venture to affert, on your opinion, that fome 
of the fongs are tollerable ; that the muficis 
more pleafing than has hitherto appeared 
“Inany compofition of this kind; and the 
words better adapted, confidering the na- 
ture of the airs, which are not common bal- 
lads, than could be expected, fuppofing any 
‘degree of poetry to be preferved in the ver- 
fication. | | : . 
More than this few people expe, in 
an Opera, and if fome of the feverer cri- 
tics fhould be inclined to blame your indul- 
gence to one of the firft attempts of a young 
writer, I am perfuaded the Public in ge- 
| | ~ neral 


ea 


DEDICATION. 


neral will applaud your endeavour to pre 
vide themrwith fomething new, in a {pecie _ 
of entertainment, in which the performers 
at your Theatre fo eminently excel. 

You may perceive Sir, that I yield a punc- 
tual obfervance to the injunctions you laid 
upon me, when I threatened you with this 
addrefs, and make it rather a preface than 
a dedication: And yet I muft confefs I can 
hardly reconcile thofe formalities which ren- 
der it indelicate-to pay praifes where all the 

world allows them to be due ; nor can I eafily, 
conceive why a man fhould be fo {tudious to. 
deferve, what he does not defire: But fince 
you will not allow. me to offer any panegy- 
ric to you, I muft haften to beftow one 
upon myfelf,. and let the public know 
(which was my chief defign im this intro~’ 
oeeey: that I have the honor to be, 


SI R 
* Your moft cbliged, 


~ ‘And moft obedient fervant, 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


M E N. 
Sir William Meadows, Mr. Collins. 
Young Meadows, Mr. Mattocks* — 
Juftice Woodcock, Mr. Shuter. 
Hawthorn; Mr. Beard. 
. Euftace, Mr. Dyer. 
Hodge, » : Mr. Dunftall. _ 


WOM EN. 


Roffetta, - ‘Mifs Brent. 

~ Lucinda, : - Mifs Hallam: 
Mrs. Deborah Woodcock, Mrs. Walker. 
Margery; | — Mifs Davies: 


Country Men and Women, Servants, &e. 


SCENE A VILLAGE: 


“” 


Love i In a Village. 


ACT 1. SCENEL 


A garden with fatues, “feuriiains, and Pat potk: Se- 
veral arbours appear in the fide-/cenes: RossETTA and 
Lucinpa are difuvered at work, feated upon two gars 

. den chairs. 


AIR I; 


Roffetta: OPE! thou nurfe of young de efi ire, 


Fairy promifer of joy s* 
Painted vapour, glow-werm fire, 
| Lemp rate fweet, that ne'er can choy: 


Laciads. Hope: ! thou earne/fi of delight, . 
Softeft foother of the mind ; 
Balmy cordial, profped bright, 
Sureft friend the wretched find, 


Both, Kind deceiver, flatter fill, 


_ Deal out pleafures unpoffelt ; : 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wilbes make me bleft, 
B — Laein. 


2 'LOVE IN A VILLAGE: 
_ Lucin. Heigho——Rofétta? —s - 7 | 
 -Roff. Well, child, what do you fay? | : 
Lucin. ’Tis a devilifi thing to live in a village an * 
‘hundred miles from thie capital, with a prepofterous gouty 

father, and a fuperannuated maiden aunt.———I am 

heartily fick of my fituation. 

Rof. And with reafon. But ’tis in a great meafure 

your own fault :| Here is this Mr. Eu/face, a man of cha- 

racter and. family; he likes you,. you like him ;, you 

kaow one another’s minds, and yet you will not refolve 

to make yourfelf happy with him. 


AIR II. 


Whence can you inherit 
So flavifb a fpirit ? 

Confin’d thus, and chain’d to a log! 
Now fondl’d, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid, — 

"Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For fhame, you a lover! — 
More firmnefs difcover;  . ) 
 Lucin. And this is your advice ? ' 
Roff. Pofitively. 


' Take courage, nor here longer wpe ; | 
Refit and be free, "iss ene 
Run riot like me, a 
And to perfect the pifture elope. _ 
Lucin. Here’s my hand; pofitively I I'll follow it.—t 


have already fent to my gentleman, who is now in the 


country, to let him know he may come hither this day ; 


2 we 
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3 
we will make ufe of the opportunity to fettle all prelimi- 
naries And then—-—But take notice, whenever we 


decamp, you march off along with us. 

Roff. Oh! madam, your fervant ; I have no inclination 
to be left behind, I affure you But you fay you got 
acquainted with this fpark, while you were with your 
mother during her laft illnefs at Bath, fo that your aa 
has never feen him. 

Lucin, Never in his life, my dear; and I am confi- 
dent he entertains not the leaft fufpicion of my having 


any fuch connection; my aunt, indeed, has her doubts 


and furmifes ; but, befides that my father will not allow 
any one to be wifer than himéelf; it is an eftablifhed max- 
im between thefe affectionate penton! never to pciad in 
any thing. 


| Roff. Except being abfurd ; you muft allow they fym- : 


pathize, perfeétly, in that 


But now we are on the - 


fubject, I defire to know what I am to do with this wick- ” 


ed old juftice.of peace, this libjdinous father of yours ? 
he follows, me about the houfe like a tame goat—— 


Lucin. Nay, I'll affure you he has been.a wag in his. 


time—you mutt have a care of yourfelf.. 


Roff. Wretched me ! to fall into {uch hands, who ae 


been juft forced to run away from my parents to avoid 
an odious marriage— 


me; but you muft excufe my being a little over- delicate 
im aa particular. 


AFR 


| You {mile at that now; andI ~ 
know you think me whimfical, as you have sau told 


4 
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| ATR IT. 


_ My beart’s my own, my will is free, 
| And fo foall be my voice ; | 
No mortal man fhall 7 wed with me, ~ 
Till firft be’s made my cheice. © 
Let parents rule, cry nature’s laws, \ 
And children fiill obey 5 | . 
Andi is there then no faving claufe, 
Againft tyrannic fway ? | 
Lucin. Well, but my dear mad girl—— , 

Rof. Lucinda, don’t talk to me——Was your father 
to go to Londen, meet there by accident with an old 
_ fellow as wrong-hcaded as himfelf ; and.in a fit of abfurd 

friendthip agree to marry you to that old fellow’s fon, 
whom you had never {cen, without confulting your in- 
clinations, or allowing you a ee in cafe. he Send 
not prove agreeable—— 

Lucin. Why, I fhould think it a little hard, ie con- 
fefs——yet when I fee you in the character of a chamber- 
maid—— 

Ref: It is the only character, my dear, in which I could. 
hope to lie concealed ; and I can tell you, I was reduced 
to the laft extremity, when, in confequence of our old 
boarding-{chool friendthip, I applied to you to receive me 
in this ae for we expected the parties the very next 
week 

Lucin. But haa not you a meffage from your intended 
{poufe, to let you know he was as little inclined to fuch ill, 
concerted nuptials as you were ? 


Rey: 


_ & 
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Roff. More than fo; he wrote te advife me, by all , 
means, tocontrive fome method of breaking them off, = 
he had rather return to his dear ftudies at Oxford ; 
after that, what hopes could I have of being happy a 
‘him ? 

Lucin. Then you are not at all uneafy at the flrange | 
rout you muft have occafioned at home? I warrant, dur- 
ing this month that you have been abfent 

Roff. Oh! don’t mention it, my dear; I aes had fo 
many admirers fince I commenced Abigail, that lam quite. 
charmed with my fituation——But hold, who ftatks yon_ 
der into the yard, that the dogs are fo glad to fee? _ 

Lucin. Daddy Hawthorn as 1 live | He is came to pay 
my father a vifit; and never more luckily, for.he always 
forces him abroad. « By the. way, what will you do 
with yourfelf while I-ftep into the houle to fee after my 
trufty meflenger Hodge ? 

Rof. No matter, Til fit. dawa in that alton and lifter 
to the finging of the birds : you know I dm fond of me- 
Jancholy amufements. 

‘Lucin. So it feems indeed : fure Rofitta none of your 
admirers had power to touch your heart ; you are not in 
love, I hope? 7 
| Roff. In love! that’s pitas who do you {uppofe I 
fhould bein love with pray? | 

Lucin. Why let nre fee——-What do you think of 
Thomas our gardener ? ? there he is at the other end of the 
walk———He’s a very pretty young man, and the fervanty 
fay he’s alway s writing verfes on you. | 

Roff. Indeed Lucinda you are very filly. | 
: Lucin. Indeed Roffe tta that bluth makes you look very 
. bandfome, | 

Raf, 
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Roff Blufh! Iam fais I don’t bluth. 
Lucin, Ha, ha, ha! 
Roff. Pthaw, Lucinda, how can you be foridiculous ? 
Lucin. Well, don’t be angry and I have done~—But 
{uppofe you did like him, how could you help yourfelf ? 


AIR IV. 


Ivhen once love's fubtle poifon gains 
A paffage to the female breaft ; 

Like lightning rufbing through the veins, 
| Each wifb, and.ev’ry thought’s poffeft. 
Ta heal the.pangs our minds endure, 

Reafon in vain its Mill applies ;. 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleafing to the eyess 


SCENE If, 
Enter Younc Meavows. 

“Y, Weddbis: Let me fee—on the fifteenth of June, at 
half an hour’ paft five in the morning ( taking out a 
pocket book ) I left my father’s houfe unknown to any'one, . 
having made free with a coat and jacket of our gardener’s, 
which fitted me, by way of a difguife : fo fays my 
‘ pocket-book ; and chance dire¢ting me to this village, on, 
the twentieth of the fame month I procured a recommen- 
dation to the worfhipful juftice Woodcock, to be the fuper- 
intendant of his pumpkins and cabbages, becaufe I would . 
let my father fee I chofe to run any lengths rather than 
fubmit to what his obftinacy would have forced me, 3 
marriage againft my inclination, with a woman I never 

| . faw. 


ey 
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' faw (puts up the book. and takes a watering pot). "Here T 
“have been three weeks, and in that time I am as much 
altered as if I had changed my nature with my habit. 
*Sdeath, to fall in love with a chambermaid ! And yet, if 
I could forget that Tam the fon and heir of Sir William 
Meadows—But that’ S impoffible. . 


, ATR VV. 


Oh! had. Lbeen by fate decreed 

Some humble cottage fwain ; 
In fair Rofletta’s fight to feed - 

My fbeep upon.the plain ; , 
‘What blifs had I been born to tafte, 5 eed 
| Which now [ne'er muft know ? os 

Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
| My fair one’s lot fe low ? 


= ! who was it lhad a glimpfe of as I pf by that ars 
- bour? was it not the fat reading there? the trembling of 


my heart tells me my eyes were not fnltekea-= Here 
fhe comes. : 


SCENE II, 
Younc Meapows, ‘RossetTra. | 
Roff. Lucinda was certainly in the right of it, and yet.t 
blufh to own my weaknefs even to a oan, hang 
, the fellow for not being a gentleman. _ 
Y. Meadows. I am determined I won’t foeaie to her 
(turning to a rofe-tree, and plucking the flowers). Now 


, or never is the time to conquer mylelf': Befides, I have 
fome reafon to believe the girl has no averfion to me, and 


al 


8 LOWE IN A VILLAGE,’ 
as I with not to do her an injury, it would be crtiel’ ta 
fill her head with tiotions of what can never happen ( bums 
atune). Pha; 3 rot, thefe rofts, how they prick one’s 
fingers. 
- Roff. He takes no notice of 2 me; but fo much the better, 
TH be as indifferent ashe is. I-am fure the poor lad likes 
me; and if I was to give him any encouragement, I fup- 
pofe the next thing hé talked of would be buying a ring, 
_ and being afked ‘in church -Oh, dear ieee T thank you 
- for that thought. 
TY. Meadows. Hah, going without aword! a i iookt ! 
Ican’t bear that—/Mrs. Roffetta, 1 am gathering a 
few rofes here, if you'll pleafe-to take them ia with you. 
¢  Rof. Thankyou, Mr. sla but alf my lady’s flower- 
pots are full. 
Y. Meadows. Will you: accept of act for yourlelf, 
. then, (catching hold of her.) What’s the matter ? te ook 
-as if you were arigry with me. : 
. Roff. Pray, let go my hand. wd 
_.Y. Meadows. Nay, pr’ythee, why is this ? ? you fhan’ t 
go, I have fomething to fay to you. 
Rof. Well, but I muft go, I will 8: I defire, Mr. 
Thomas ! eae 4 oes 


| AIR VI 
Gentle youth, ab, tell mewhy . 
Still-you forcé me thus to fly ; : - = 
Ceafe, oh! ceafe, to perfeveré, - 

Speak not what I muft not hear,’ 
Tomy heart its eafe reftore, 
Geand never fee me more. ° | © 


SCENE 


a 
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SCENE IV, 


YounNG MEADows. 


This girl is a riddle—That fhe loves me, I think there 
is no room to doubt; fhe takes a thoufand opportunities 
to let me fee it; and yet when I {peak to her, fhe will 
hardly give me an anfwer; and.if I attempt the fmalleft 
familiarity, is gone in an inftant—TI feek my _paffion for 
her grow every day more and more violent Well, 
would I marry her ? would I make a miftrefs of her if 
I could ? Two things, called prudence and honour, for- 
bid either. What am I purfuing, then? a fhadow. Sure 
my evil genius laid this {nare in my way. However, there 
is one comfort, it is in my power to fly from*it: if fo, 
why do I hefitate ? I am diftracted, unable to determine 
any thing. 


‘ 


AIR VU. 


Still in hopes to get the better 
Of my fiubborn flame I try, 

Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 

Now prepar’d with fcorn to treat her, 
Ev’ry charm in thought I brave ;. 

Boaft my freedom, fly to meet her, 


And confefs myfelf a flave. >» 


Cc “SCENE 
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SCENE V., 
A hall in Juftice Wooncock’s houfe. Enter Haw- 
- THORN witha fowling-picece in his hand, and a net with 
birds at his girdle: and afterwards Fuftice Wooncock. 


A IR VIII. 


There was a jolly miller once, 
Liv’d on the river Dee; 
| He work’d, and fung, from morn rill lt 
No lark more blyth than he. 
— And this the burthen of his fong, 
For ever us’d to be, 
' Icare for nobody, net f, 
If no one cares for me. 


Houfe here, houfe; what all gudding all abroad ! ! houfe 
J fay, hilli ho ho! | 


F. Woodcock, Here’s a nae: here’s a racket !- Wiliams 
Robert, Hodge! why does not fomebody anfwer ? Odds 
my life, I believe the fellows. have loft their ‘hearing + 
(Enteriag) Oh mafter Hawthern-! I eee it was fome 
{uch mad-cap——Are you there? 2 2 3. 

Hawth, Am here, yes: and if you had been where 
I was three hours ago, you would find the good effects 

of it by this time: .but you have got the lazy, unwhol- 
fome London fafhion, of lying a bed in a morning, and 
there’s gout for you. WwW hy, Sir, I have not been in 
bed five minutes after fun-rife thefe thirty years, am 
generally up before it; and I never took a dofe of phy- 
fic but once in my life, and that was in compliment @ a 
7 | ~ coutin, 


{. 
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coufin of mine an apothecary, that had juft fet up bufi- © 
nefs. , 

J. Woodcock. well but mafter ution: let me tl 
you, you know nothing of the mattcr, for I fay fleep is 
neceffary for a man, ay and I’ll maintain it. 

Hawth, What, when I maintain the contrary:!!—— 
‘Look you, neighbour Woodcock, you are a rich man, a 
man of worfhip, a juftice of peace, and all that; but 
learn to know the refpeét that is due to the found from 
the infirm ; and allow me the fuperiority a good confti-, 
tution gives me over you—-—Health is the greateft of all 
 poffeffions; and ’tis a maxim with me, that an hale 
- cobler is a better man than a fick king. 

F. Woodcock. Well, well, you are a fport{man, 

Hawth. And fo would you too, if you would take 
my. advice. A f{portfman! why there is nothing like 

‘it: I would not exchange the fatisfaction I feel while 

, Lam beatjng the lawns and thickets about my little farm, 
for all the entertainments and pageaatty in Chriften- 

dom. : 


fod, ty & 7; A I R IX. 
Let gay ones and alae 
Make the moft of their fate, 
_ From pleafure to pleafure they run s 
Well, who cares a jet, 
I envy them not, . , 
While I have my dog and my gurts 7 5 


ee =. . Cy | fer 


as 
~ Ge 
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of peace, who is lord of the manor 
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For éexercife, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With Spirits unclouded and light. 
The bliffes F find, 
No ftings leave behind, 
But health and diverfion unite. — 


SCENE VI. 
Juice Woovcocx, Hawtuory, Honce. 
Hodge. Did your worhhip call, Sir? 
F. Woodcock. Call, Sir! where have you and ‘the reft 


of thofe rafcals been? But I fuppofe I need not afk 
You muft know there is a ftatute, a fair for hiring: fer- 


‘ ‘yants, held upon my green to-day; we have it ufually at 
' this feafon of the year, and it ‘never fails to put: all the 
- folks here-about out of their fenfes. 


Hodge. Lord your honour look out, and fee what a 


~ nice fhew they make yonder; they had got pipers, and 


fidlers, and were dancing as I com’d along for dear life 
——I never faw fuch a mortal throng in our village in all 
my born days again. 
Hawth. Why I like this now, this i is as it fhould be. 
F. Woodcock. No, no, ’tis a very foolifh piece of bufi- 


~nefs; good for nothing but to promote idlénefs and the 


getting of baftards’: but I fhafl take. meafures for pre- 
venting it another year, and I doubt whether I am not 
fufficiently authorized already: For by an act paffed 
Anno undecimo Caroit primi, which impowers a jutftice 


LA'COMIC OPERA 4% 


Hawth. Come, come, mever mind the act, let me 
tell you this is a very proper, a very ufeful meeting; I 


want a fervant or two myfelf, I muft go fee what your 


market affords ;———and you fhall go, and the girls, my 
little Lucy and the other young rogue; and we'll make 


., a day on’t as well as the reft. 
| F. Woodcock. with, mafter Hawthorn, I cou’d teach 
' you to be a little more fedate : why won’t you take -pat- 
_ tern by me, and confider your dignity 


Odds heart, 
I don’t wonder you are not a rich man, you laugh too 
much ever to be rich. 


Hawth. Right, neighbour Woodcock! health, good. 
humour, and competence is my motto: and if my exe- 


‘cutors have a mind, they are welcome to make it my. 


epitaph. 
‘ AIR X. 


The ‘honeft heart, whefe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, difyuife, and guile, : 

Need neither fortune’s frowning fear, — 
Nor court the harlot’s fmile. | 


\ 


The greatnefs that would make us grave 
Is but an empty thing ; 
What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man’s a hing ! 


SCENE 


- +: Sen, ee 


Co tienda) 


~ all that way, 
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. S$CENE VIL 
‘LucInDA, HopGe. 


_Lucin. Hilt, hilt, Hodge ! 
Hodge. Who calls? here am I. 


'. Lucin. Well, have you been? | - 


. Hodge. Been, ay. I ha’ been far enough, 3 an that be 


_ all: you never knew any mine: fall out 2 crofsly in your 


born days. , 
Lucin. Why, what's ic matter ? 
Hodge. why you know, I -dare -not take'a horfe « out 


__ of his worthip’s’ {tables this morning, for fear it fhould 
. ..be ‘miffed, and breed queftions; and our old nag at 


home was fo cruelly beat i’th’ hoofs, that, poor beaft, it 
had not a feot to fet to ground; fol was fain to go to 
farmer Ploughthare’ s, at the Grange, to borrow the loan 
of his bald filly : and, would you think it? after walking 
de’el from me, if the crofs-grained toad 

did not deny me the favour. . 

Lucin. Unlucky! | 

Hodge. Well, then I went my ways to the King’ $ 
head in the village, but all their cattle were at plough: 
and,I was as far to feek below at the turnpike: fo at laft, 


for want of a better, I was forced to take up with dame 


Quickfet’s blind mare. 
Lucin. Oh, then you have been? 
Hodge. Yes, yes, I ha’ been. 
‘Lucin. Pha! why did not you fay fo at once? 
Hodge. Ay, but I have had a main tirefome jaunt 
on’t, for fhe is a forry jade at beft—— 
| — Lucin. 


A COMIC OPERA. ~ ig: 

Lucin. Well, well,. did you fee Mr. Euftace, and 
what did he fay to you ? some — have you 
e’er a letter ? 7 3 

Hodge: Yes, he gave me a letter, if I ha’ na’ loft it. 

Lucin. Loft it, man! | 

Hodze, Nay, nay, have a bit ee patience, adwawns, 
you are always in fucha hurry (rummaging his pockets ) 1 
put it fomewhere in this waiftcoat pocket. Oh here it is. 

Lucin. So, give itme (reads the letter to herfelf). 

‘Hodge. .Lord-a-mercy! how my arm achs with beat- 
ing that plaguy beaft ; ‘I'll be hang’d iffl won’na’ rather 
ha’ thrafii’d half a day, than ha’ ridden her: 

Lucin. Well, Hodge, you have done your bufinefs very 
well, 

Hodge. Well, have notInow? ~~ - 

Lucin, Yes,—Mr. Euftace tells me in this letter, that 
he will be in, the green lane at the other end of the vil- 
lage, by twelve ‘oclock You know where he came 
before. 7 
| Hodge. Ay, 2Y. 
""'Lucin. Well, you muft go Gas; an wait till he | 
arrives; and: Watch your opportunity to introduce him 


-acrofs the fields, into the little fummer-houfe, on the lets. 
. fide of the garden, 


Hodge. That’s enough. 
~ Lucin.’ But take particular care that sabedy fees son 
Hodge. warrant you. 
Lucin. Nor for your life drop a word of it to any 
mortal. 
Hodge, Never fear me: 
Lucin, And Hedge—~ " | | 
ee . ATR 
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“AIR XL 

Hodge. Well, well, fay no more, 
Sure you told me before ; 

Lknow the full length of my tether 3 

Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to {chool ? 
Ican fpell you and put you together. 


A word to the wife, 

Will always fuffice, 
Addfniggers go talk to your parrot ; 

I’m not fuch an elf, 

Though I fay it my/elf, : 
But Iknow a fheep’s head from a carrot. 


SCENE VIIL 
LUCINDA. | 


How fevere is my cafe? here am I obliged to carry on 
a‘clandeftine correfpondence with a man in all refpeéts my 
equal, becaufe the oddity of my father’s temper is fuch, 
that I dare not tell him I have ever yét feen the perfon I 
fhould like to marry But perhaps he has quality in his. - 
eye, and hopes one day or other, as I am his only child, 
to match me with a titl——Vain imagination ! 


A COMIC OPERA ~~ ¥ 
AIR. XI 


Cupid, god of Soft perfuafion, 
‘Take.the helplefs lover’s part : 
Seize, oh feize, fome kind occafion 
Yo reward a faithful heart. 


' Juftly thofe we ¢ tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 
Thofe who would enflave the mind. 


f 


_ What is grandeur ? foe to réft; 
Childifb mummery at beft ; 
Happy Iin humble flate ; 

. Catch, ye fools, the ie! bait. 


SCENE 1X. 


A field with a ftile. Enter Hover, followed by Mate. 
GERY ; and in fome time after, enter young MEADOWS. 


Hodge. What does the wench follow me for? Odds 
fleth, folk may well talk, to fee you dangling after me 
every where, like a tantony pig; find fome other road, 
can’t you ? and don’t ae wherreting me-with your non- 
. fenfe. 

Marg. Nay pray you Hodge ftay, and let me {peak to 


you a bit. ; | ae 


Hodge. Well ;, what fayn you ? 

Marg. Dear heart, how can you be fo barbarous ? 
and is this the way you ferve me after all? and won’t 
you keep your word, Hodge ? 

_ = D Hodge. 


\ 
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Hodge. Why no I won’t, I tell you; I have chang’d 
my mind. 

Marg. Nay but furely, furély — -Confider, Hedge, 
you are obligated i conteience to make me an honeft 
woman. | 

Hodge. Obligated in Saients ! How am I obligated ? 

Marg. Becaufe you are: and none but the bafeft of 
rogues wou’d bring 2 poor girl to ee and afterwards 
leave her to the wide world. «_ 

Hedge. Bring you to fhame! don’t make me fpeak, 
Madge, don’t make me focak. 

Marg. Yes do, {peak your worft. 

Hodge. Why tlien if you go to that, you were fain to 
leave your own village down in the Weft, for a baftard 
you had by the clerk of the parifh, and Pll bring the 
man fhall fay it to your face. 

Marg. No, no, Hodge, ’tis no fuch a ‘tine: ’tis a bale 
lie of farmer Phugh/hare’s. But I'-know what makes 
you falfe hearted.to me, that you may kecp company 
with young madam’s waiting woman, and I am fure fhe’s . 
no fit body for a poor man’s wife. 

‘ Hodge. How’ fhow’d: you know-what -fhe’s fit for, fhe’s 
fit for as muchas you mayhap; don’t find fault with - 
your betters, Madge. [Seeing young Meadows.] Oh! 
matter Thomas, I have a word or two to fay to you; 
pray did not you go down the village one day laft week 
with'a bafket of fomewhat upon your. fhoulder ? 

TY. Meadows. Well,. and what then ? 

Hodge, Nay, not much, only the oftler at the Green- 
man was faying as how there was a paffenger at their 
houfe as fee’d you go by, and faid he know’d you; and 
axt a mort of queftions._—So I thought I'd tell you. 

Y. Meadows. 


) 


- 


$ 
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- 


Y. Meadows. The devil! afk queftions er me! I 
know nobody in this part of.the country; there muft be 
fome miftake jn it. Come hither, Hodge. 

_ Marg. A nafty. ungrateful fellow, to ufe me at this 
‘tate, after being to “him as I have. Well, ‘well, I with 
call poor , girls would take warning by my mithap, = 
“never have nothing to fay to none of them, ~ 


. 


4 


AIR XT. 


., How ekg. were e my ain ti; now so aie 
L ne'er did forrow feel; a 

LT rofe with joy to milk my cow, 
Or take my [pinning wheel... 


My heart was lighter than a fs RO ate tie 
: Like any bird I fungy'* * ' bo : 
“-- " Fill he pretended love, and IT | 
Believ d his fate ring” tongue. a 
ak ty 
Oh the foal; the fill , filly foal, niles 
Who trufts what man may es a 
, { wifb I was a maid againg” se 


nd in. my own country.: | 


eve 
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SCENE x 


A green with the profpent of a village, and the repreferitae 

tion of a a Statute or fair. Enter ‘Fuftice Wooncock, 
HawTHorn, Mrs. ‘DEBORAH Woopcock, ‘Lu- 
CINDA, RossETTA, Young MEapows, Hose, and 
feveral country pe 


Hodge. This way, your worfhip, this way. Why 
don’t you ftond afide there? Here’s his worthip a 
coming. 

Countryman. Fis worhip ! 

J. Woodcock. Fye, fye; what a crowd’s ‘this! ! odd, 
- J'll put fome of them in the ftocks. ee a fellow.] 
Stand out of the way, firrah. 

Hawth. For fhame, neighbour. well, my lad, are 
you willing to ferve the king? 

Countryman. Why, can you lit ma? Serve the king, 
mafter ! no, no,-I pay. the king, : sliat's enough for me. 
Ho, ho, ho} 

Hawth. Well {aid, aagtos, se = 

J. Woodcock. Nay, if you talk to’ them, they’ll antwer 
you. | 

Hawth. I would have them do fo, I like they fhould. 
—Well, Madam, is not this a fing fight? I did not know 
my neighbour’s eftate had been fo well ia a all 
thefe his own tenants ? 

Mrs, Deb,. More than are good of them, . Mr. Hass 
thorn, Idon’t like to fee fuch a parce] of young hufleys 
fleering with the fellows, 

Hawth. There’sa lafs [beckoning a country girl]. Come 
hither, my pretty maid, What brings you here? 

5 [Chucking 


é 
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(Chucking her under the chin.) Do you come to look for 
a fervice? | 

C. Girl. Yes, an’t pleafe you. a 

Hawth, Well, and what place are-you for ? 2 

C. Girk, All work, an’t pleafe you. © 

J. Woodcock. Ay, ay; I don’t doubt it ; any work you'll 
put her to. a oe 

Mrs. Deb. She looks like a brazen one.—Go huffey. 

Hawth, Here’s another (Catching a girl that goes by]. 
‘What health, what bloom !——This is‘nature’s work; — 
no art, no daubing. Don’t be afhamed, child; thofe 
cheeks of thine are enough to put a whole drawing 
room out of countenance, 


 §CENE XL: 


 Juftice Woopcock, Hawrsorn, Mrs. Desoran 
Woopcock, Lucinpa, RosserTa, Young MeEa- 
pows, HonGE, and men and women fervants. 


Hodge. Now your honour, now the fport will come. 
The gut-fcrapers are here, and fome among them are 
going to fing and dance. Why, there’s not the likes of 
our ftatute, mun, in te counties; others are but fools 
to if. 

Servant-man. Come, good people, make a ring, and 
ftand dut, fellow-fervahts, as many of you as are will- | 
ing, and able to beara bob. We'll let my mafters’and 
miltreffes fee we can do fomething at leaft ; if they won’t 
hire us, it fhan’t be our fault. Strike up the Servants 
Medley, 


AIR 


~ 
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AIR XIV. 


ae cae 


5 
ae 


HovseE- MAID. 

I pray ye, gentles, hit. to me, 

Pm young, and firong, and clean to fier ; 

Pil not turn tail te any foe ; 
For work, that’s in the county. 

Of all yaur houfe the charge I take, 

I wafb, I fcrub, LT brew, I bake ; 

And more can do than here I'll Speak, 

Debending on your beunt Ye 


eae 3 
Behold a blade, who knows his trade 
In charaber;;:hall, and entry : 
And what tha’ here I now appear, 
-Pve ferv’d-the beft of gentry. 
A footman would you have, 
+. Ycan drefs, and comb, and foave; 
For Ia handy lad am, — 
Qn a meffage I can 8% 
And Sup a billet- doux, 7 | 
| With your humble Jervant, madam. _ 


Cook- -MAID. 


* Wha sans a goed cook, my hand they mut crofis i 

. For plain wholefome difbes I'm ne'er at a lofss .. | 

And what are your foups, your ragouts, and your “fauce, 
Compar'd to old Enghfo roaft beef. 


CARTER. 


a 
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CARTER. 


If you want a young man, with a true ¢ honeft heart, 
Who knows how to manage a plough and a cart, — 
Here’s one for your purpofe, come take me and try; 
You'll LY you ne'er met with a wetter nor ql 


* Ge ho Dobbin, eee 


CHORU S.- | 
My mafters and miftreffes, hither repair, 
What fervants you want you will find in our faw; 
Men and maids fit for all forts of flation’s there be; 
And, as for the wages, we fhan’t difagree. 


EnpD! oF: THE First Acr. 


ACT 
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ACT IL SCENE IL 


A parlour in juftice Woovcock’s houfe. 
LucINDA. EUSTACE. 


Lucin. ELL, am not I a bold adventurer, to 

\ \ bring you into my father’s houfe at noon- 
day ? though, to fay the truth, we are fafer here than in 
the garden; for there is not a human. creature under the 
roof befide ourfelves. 

Eufi. Then why not put our fcheme into execution 
this moment? I have a poft-chaife ready. 

Lucin. Fye! how can you talk fo lightly? I proteft I 
am afraid to have any thing to do with you; your 
paffion feems too much founded on appetite; and my 
- aunt Deborah {ays 

Euft. What! by all the rapture my heart now feels— 

Luc. Oh to be fure, promife and vow; it founds pret- 
tily, and never fails to impofe upon a fond female, 


AIR XV. 
We women like weak Indians trade, 
Whofe judgment tinfel fbew decoys s 
Dupes to our folly we are made, 
While artful man the gain enjoys : 
We give our treafure to be paid, 


A paltry, poor return! in toys. | 
Euft. 
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Euft. Well, I fee you have a mind to divert yourfelf 
with me; but I wifh I could prevail on you to be a lit- 
tle ferious. . 

Lucin. Serioufly then, what would you defire me to 
2 fay? Ihave promifed to run away with you ; which is _ 
as great a conceffion as any reafonable lover can expect 
_ from his miftrefs. : ; 

uf. Yes ; but, you dear provoking angel, you have 
not toldme, when you will run away with me.. 

Lucin. Why sat, I confefs, requires fome confidera- 
tion. 

1 Buf. Yet remember, while you are deliberating, the 
feafon, now fo favourable to us, may elapfe, neyer to 
‘yeturn. . 

AIR XVI. 
Think, my faireft, how delay 
Danger ev'ry moment brings ; 
Time fies fwift, and will away; — 
Time, that’s ever on it’s wings: 
Doubting, and fufpence, at beft, 
Lovers late repentance coft ; 
Let us, eager to be bleft, 
Seize occafion e’er ’tis loft. 


- Yaa 


hk SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


Lucinnas Eustace, Fufttce Woopcock, Mrs. De- 
BORAH Woopcock. 


| ¥. Weodcock. Why, here is nothing in the wend ie 
this houfe but catter-wawling from morning till night ,- 
_ pothing but! catter-wawling. — toity + who have’ 
wehere?. | : 
— Eucin. My father and my ihe: ; 
Euft. The devil! What thall we do? 
Eucin. Take no notice of thei, only obferve me, 
(Speaks aloud to Euftace) U-pon my word, Sir, I-don’¢. 
_ know what to fay to it, unlefs the juftice was at home ~ 
‘he is jut ftepped into the village with fome company 3. 
- but, if you will fit down a moment, I dare {wear he 
will return—( pretends to fee ue Juftice)}—-Oh} I Sir, here 
ismy papa! | 
F. Woodcock. Here is your papa, huffey | Who's this 
you have gat with you? Hark you, firrah, who are 
you, ye dog? and what's your bufinefs here? 
Euft. Sir, this ts a language I am not ufed to. 
¥. Woodcock. Don’t anfwer me, you rafcal—[ama 
juftice of the peace, and, if I hear a word out of your 
mouth, I'll fend you to jail for all your Jac’d hat. 
- Mrs. Deb. Send him to jail, brother, that’s right. 
_F. Woodcock. And how do you know it’s right? How 
fhould you know any thing’s right? Sifter Deborah, 
you are never in the right. | 
| Mrs. Dek. Brother, this is the man I nave been tell- 
ing you about fo long. 
7: Woodcock. W hat man, goody wifeacre !° | 
hrs. Deb. 
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dlrs. Deb. Why, ithe man your daughter has an iti 
trigue with ; but I hope you will not believe it nowy 
though you fee jt with, your own eyes.-Come, hufley; 


~ confefs, and don’t let your father make a fool of himielf 
any jonger. 


Lucin. Confefs what, aunt? This gentleman is a 
mufic-mafter ; he goes about the country teaching ladies 
to play and fing; and has been recommended to inftru& 
me; I could not turn him out when he eame to offey 
his fervice, and did hot know what anfwér to give him 
’till_T faw my papa. 

F. Woodcock. A mufic-mafter ! 

- #Bufts Yes, Sir, that’s my profeffion. 

Mrs. Deb. It’s alye, young man; it’s a lye. Brother, — 
me is n@ more a mufic-mafter, than | am a mific-mafter. 

F. Woodcock. What, then you know better than the 
fellow himfelf, do you? and you will be wifer than all 
the world? 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, he aie not look iikes a mufic- 
matter. 

F. Woodcock. He does not. st look! ha, ha, | ha! Was 


__ ever fuch a poor ftupe! Well, and what does he look like 


then? But’I fuppofe you mean, he is not dreffed like a - 


mufic-mafter, becaufe of his ruffles, and this bit of gar- 


nifhing about his coat,—which feems to. be copper too 3 
—Why, you filly wretch, thefe whipperfnappers fet up 
for gentlemen, now-a-days, and give themfelves as many 
airs as if they were people of quality.~-Hark you, friend, 
J fuppofe you don’t come within the vagrant-a& ; you 
have fome fettled habitation ;-Where do you live? 

Mrs. Deb, It’s an eafy matter for him to tell you 4 
wrong place. 

* Wovdcock. Sifter Deborah don’t provoke me. 

Ea Mri, 
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Mrs, Deb. 1 wifh; brother, you would let me exa- 
thine him a little: 

$. Woodcock. You fhan't fay a word to him, 5 you 
 fhan’t fay a word to him. | 

Mrs. Deb. She fays he was recommended: -here, bro- 
— ; afk him by whom? 

« ¥, Woodcock. No, I won’t now, becaufe you defire it. 

Lucin. If my papa did afk the aueesons aunt, it would 

be very eafily refolved. 
Mrs. Deb. Who bid you fpeak, Mrs. Nimble Chops? 
_ J fuppofe the man has 2 oe in his head, to anfwer 

for himfelf. 

F. Woodcock Will no body top that prating old wo- 
man’s mouth for me? Get out of the room. 

Mrs. Deb. Well, fo I can, brother ; I don’t want to 
‘Hay; but remember, I tell you, you will make yourfelf 
tidi¢ulous in this affair; for, thro’ your own obftinacy, 
you will have qu daughter run away with before your 
face. 

¥. Woodcock. My daughter ! { who willrun away with . 

my daughter ! > 

Mrs. Deb. That fellow.will. 

F. Woodcock. Go; go, you are a wicked cenforious 
womdn. 

Lucin. Why; fure, madam, ae muft think me very 
coming indeed. 

%. Woodcock. Ays fhe judges of others by h herfelf; F 
remember, when fhe was. a girl, her mother dare not 
truft her the length of her apron- -{tring 5 fhe was clams 
bering upon every fellow’s back. 

Mrs. Deb. T was not. ; 

. Woodcock. You were. oy 


Lucin. Well, but why fo violent? © : 
bo NS A I R 


\ 
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“AIR XVIL 
Believe me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never, a lover perfuade ; - 
The men will all fly, — 
| And leave you to die, 
' Ob, terrible chance! an old maid—. 


‘How happy the lafs, 
‘Mufti fhe come to this pafs, 
| Who antient virginity feapes : 
’"Twere better on earth 
: Have five brats at a birth, 
‘Fhan in belt be a leader of apes. 


-S,CEN-E IL. 
Fuftice Woopcock, Lucinpa, Eusrace. | 


F. Woodcock. Well done, Lucy, fend her about Ker: 
bufinefs, a troublefome, foolifh creature, does fhe think: 
I want to be directed by her.—Come hither, ny! lad, 
you look tolerably honeft—. 

_ Eaf?. Thope, fir, I fhall never give you caufe to alter 
your opinion. | 

Ff. Woodcock. No,.no, I am not ealily deceived: 7 am 
generally pretty right in my conjectures ;—You mutt 
know, I had once a little notion of mufic myfelf, and | 
leatned upon the fiddle; I could play the Trunipec 
Minuet, and Buttered Peale, and two or three tunes. J 

remember 
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remember when I was in London, about thirty “years” 
agb, there was a fofig, a preat favourite at our club at 
ae s coffee-houfe;, Fack Pickle uled to fing it for 

s: adroll fifth; but ’tis an old thing, I dere eer you 
| ae heard it often. 


AIR XVIII. 
When I follow’d a lafs that was froward and fhy, 
Ob! I fiuck to her fiuff, ’till I made her comply ; 

— Ob! I took ber fo lovingly. round the wat iffy 

And I finack'd her lips, and I held her faft : 

: When hugg'd and hall’d, 
She fqueal'd and fquall’a ; 
But though foe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
Let I pleas'd her fo well, that fhe bore it again. 
Then hoity, icity, 
Whifking, frifking, 

Green was her gown upon the grafs: 

Oh! fuch were the joys of our dancing days. ti 

Eujt. Very well, fir, upon my word. \ 
Ff. Woavdcock. Noy no, I forget all thofe things now; | 
but I could do a little at them once:—Well, ftay and 
eat your dinner, and we'll talk about your teaching the 
gitk—Lucy, take your mafter to your fpinnet, and fhew 
him what you can do—I muft go sa give fome orders ; 
then hoity, teity, &e. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL. 
LuctnDA, EustTacg. 


Lucin. My f{weet, pretty papa, your moft obedient 
humbie fervant, hah, hah, hah! was ever fo whimfical 
an accident ! well fir, what do you think ofthis? 

Euft. Think of it ! I am in a maze. 

Lucin. OQ: vour aukwardaefs | I was frightened out of 
my wits, left you fhould not take the hint! and if I 
had not turned matters fo cleverly, we fhould have — 
been uttetly undone. 

Eufl. “Sdeath! why would you bring me into the 
houfe? we could expect nothing elfe : befides, fince they 
did furprize us, it would have been better to have dif- 
covered the truth... 

Luan. Yes, and never have feen one another after- 
wards. I know my father better than you do; he has 
taken it into his.head, I have no inclination for a 
hufband, and let me tell you, that is our beft fecurity ; 
for if once he has faid a thing he will not be eafily per- — 
fuaded to the contrary. 

Euft. And pray, what am Ts to do now? 

Lucin. Why, as F think all danger is pretty well over, 
fince he has invited you to dinner with him, flay, only 
Be cautious of your behaviour ; ; and in the mean time,, 
I will confider what is next tq be done. 

Eufi. Wad not I better go to your father ? 

Lucin. Do fo, while I endeavour to recover myfelf 3 
little, out of the flurry this affair has put mein, _ 

Buf. . Well, but what fost of a parting is this, with- 
gut fo much as your Pee) or good by to you; 

No 
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No ceremony at all ? can you afford me no token to keep 

up my fpirits ’till fee you again. 

| Eucin. Ahchildifh! : 
bas me angel ! - 


a AI R XIX. 


Enft. “Let rakes and Libertines refign'a 
To fenfual pleafures, range 3 

2°: 1° (Hare all the fex’s charms I find} 

2 i fon. . | nd ne’er can cool, or change. . 


‘Lucin. Let vain coquets, and prudes conceal, 
_ What moft their hearts defire 5 
 .. With pride my paffion I reveal, 

bss Ob: ! may it ne'er expire. 


Both. — The fun hall ceafe to fpread it’s ight, 
Che flars their orbits leave ; oo 
And fait creation, fink in night; 
When I my dear deceive, ~ 


- . 4 SCENE: VIL. 
_ A Garden.” 
Enter RossETTA, mujing. 


' Ref. if ever poor créature was ina pitiable eoudition; 
furcly Lam. The devil take this fellow, I cannot get 
_ him out of my head, and yet I would fain perfuade 
myfelf I don’t care for him: well, but furely, Tam not 
ifi love, let me examine my heart a ‘little: I faw-hjm. 
-kiffing one of the ‘maids’ the other day ; I could have 
boxed his ears for it, and ‘have. done nothing but find 
fault and quarrel with the girl ever fince. Why was I 
unealy 


! 


\ 
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‘wneafy at his toying with another woman ?. what was it 
to me? Then I dream of -him almoft every: night—but 
_ that may proceed from his being generally uppermoft in 
- my thoughts all day:+-Oh! worfe and worfe!-Well, 
he is certainly a pretty lad; he has fomething uncommon > 
abort him, confidering his rank :— And now let me 
only put the cafe, if he was. not a fervant, would [,. or 
would I nat prefer him tg all the men [ ever faw? Why, 
to be fure, if he was not 4 fervint—In fhort, J’ll afk 
royfalf no more queftions, for, the farther I examine, 
the lefs reafor I fhall have to be fatisfied. ” 


How blefs'd the maid, whofe bofom 
No head-firong paffion knews ; 
Her days in joys fhe paffesy : 
| Her nights in calm repofe. 
Where eer her fancy leads her, 
a No Laiip no fear invades ber 3 
But pleafure, 
_ Without meafure, 
Frem ev'ry object flows. 


SCENE VIL. 
Youne MEApows ‘and Rosserta, 


| Y. Meadows. Do you coine into the garden, Mrs. 
"Roffetta, to put my likes and rofes out of countenance ; 
or to fave me the trouble of watering my flowers, byré- 
‘viving them ? The fun feerns to have hid himfelf a lic 


to i — an nemeeey of a his place. 
OF. 


Rell 
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- Ref? Where could he get thet now ? het never = 
it inthe Academy of Compliments. 

YX. Meadaws, Come don’t affe& to treat me with c cars- 
tempt; I can fuffer any thing better than that: In 
dhort,:f love: you; dhere.is na more to be faid: I-am ani- 
‘gry with myfelf ‘fer it, and. ftrive all I can eae it; 
ba bie ssi mryfeit, l love a Oe 
a eo, AR Ode . 

. Jn.vain Tev'ry art effiryy x 
To pluck the venom d foaft away 
That wrankles in my heart ; 
Deep in the centre fix’d, and bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
_. And fiercer make the: fmart. - + : 

Roff. Really, Mir. Thomas: this is very improper lan-- 
guage ; itis what [-don’t under ftand 5 I chn’t fuffer it ; 
and, in fhort, I dan’t dike it: . 

Y. Meadows.. Perhaps you don’t tikes me. 

Roff. Well, perhaps ] don’t. . 

Y. Meadows. Nay, but ’tis not fo: Come, confefs 
you love me. 

_Roff Confefs! indeed I thall eenieed no fagh ies 
befides, to what purpofe fhould I Gpnfefs it ? 

Y. Meadows. Why, as you fay, I don’t know to - 
_ what purpofe ; only: it-would be a-fatisfation to me to 
| hear you. fay fo; that’s all. (+ 
Rofl. Why, FY I did love. yous ton aflure you, you 
. ‘won'd: ntever be, the better for. it~Women are apt enough 
to be weak ; i we cannot always anfwer for our inclina- 
tions, but it is in our power not. to. aiye way to thems 
aod, if I was fo filly ; I fay, if I was fo indifcreet, 

which 
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which I hope I 2m not, as to entertain an improper re- 
gard, when people’s circumftances are quite unfuitable, 
and there are obftacles in n the way that cannot be fur 
mounted ———— 
. Y. Meadows. Oh! to be ie Mrs. ne to he 
fure: you are entirely in the right of it——-I-——know 
very. well, you and I can never come together. 
. Rof. Well then, fince that is the cafe, asI affure. 
it is, I think we had better behave accordingly. 
Y. Meadows. Suppofe we make a bargain mas never 
fo. {peak to one another any more ? a aA 
Roff. With all my heart. | 
+ .Y, Meadows. Nor lookat, nor, if pone think of, 
one another. | 4 
» Raf..I am very willing. | 
Y. Meadows. And, as on as we Rey in ite ait 
together, never totake any. netice, = | 
~. Ref. Itis the be&R way.. “8 ‘ 
Y, Meadows. wn: : belies it jo Wel, Mrs, 
Pibite 


| A I R XXIL. co et 
"Roff. Be gone I agree _— Ae 
From this moment we're free, . | 
Fat Already the matter Puefworn: » <>, 
¥.. Mead. = Yet Let me complain 


Of the fates that ordain, 
_ A tryal fo bard to be borne, 
‘$5 Rofl. | When things are but fit, 
aera We foould calmly fubmit ; 
"No cure in reluétance we find: — 
¥. Mead. = Then thus I obey, 
- Tear your image away, 
And banifh you quite from my mind, — 
F 2 | Roffe 
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Rof. Well, now I think -I am fomewhat eafier; T 
am gfad I have come to this explanation with him, be- 
caufe it puts an end to things at once. 

cays Hold, Mrs. Rofétta; pray ftay a mo- 
ment.—-—- The airs this girl gives herfelf are intolerable : | 
I find now the caufe of her behaviour; fhe defpifes the 
meannefs of my condition, ‘thinking a gardener below 
the notice of a lady’s waiting-woman : ’sdeath! I have 
a good mind to difcover my{clf to her. Ss 
_ Roff. Poor wretch! he does not know what to make 
of it: I believe he is heartily mortified, but I muft not 
pity him. 

Y: Meadows. It fhall be oe I will idiicover myfelf to 
her, and leave the houfe direétly. Mrs. Rofsetta— 
_ (farting back) Pox on it,.yorider’s the Juftice come 
iAto the garden——~ 

Rofs. O Lord, he will walk round ‘his way ; 3. pray po 
about your bufinefs ; I would not for’ the world he 
fhou’d fee us together! | | : 

Y. Meadows. The devil take him; he’s gone acroft | 
the parterre, and ¢an’t hobble here this half-hour; I 


‘ - gnuft and will have a Jictle converfation with you. 


Rofs. Some other time. _ 

Y. Meaaows. This evening, in the green- -houfe, atthe 
lower end of the canal; I have fomething to communi-= 
’ cate to you of importance, Will you meet me there? 

Rofs. Meet you! | 
Y. Meadows. Ay,~-t havea fecret to tell you; and I 
“fwear, from that moment, there foal’ be an end of 
every thing betwixt. us. | 
- is mo Ref. 


£ 


A COMIC OPERA 3 


Rof. Well, well, pray leave me now. 
XY. Meadows. You'll come then. 7 
Roff. 1 don’t know, perhaps I may, 

Y. Meadows. Nay but promife. 

Roff. What figniftes promifing, I may break my pro- 
mife,: but I tell you I will. 

Y. Meadows. Enough—Yet before I leave it let 
ame defire you to believe I love you more than.ever man | 
Joved woman, and that when I relinquifh you, I give up 
all chat can make my life fupportable. 


AIR XXII. 
Ob ! how fall I in language weak, 
My ardent paffion tell; 
Or form my falt’ring tongue to fpeak, 
—_ That cruel word, farewell ! 
Farewell———but know tho’ thus we party 
My thoughts can never firay : 
. 20 where ] will, my conflant heart, 
Muft with my charmer flay. 


SCENE. IV. 


e 


RosserTTa, ‘Fu/tice Wooncock. : 


Roff. What can this be that he wants to tell me, I 
have a ftrange curiofity to hear it me thinks—well— 
- F. Woodcoek. Hem: hem: Roffetta. 

Roff, So I thought the devil would throw him in 
my way, now for a courtfhip of a different kind, but ~ 
Til give him a furfeit——did you call me Sir? 

_ F. Woodcock. Ay, where are you running fo fait ? 

Riff. 1 was only going into the houfe Sir. 

TF. Woodcock. Well but come here: core here I fay 


Ref 


~ (jeoking about) how do you do Rofttta? 
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Rofl. Thank you Sir, ‘pretty well. 

+ Woodcock. Why, you look as fret and dloomy 
to day-——Adad you litth flut I believe you are pairited. 

Roff. Oh! Sir, you are pleafedto compliment. 

-. Ff. Moaodcock, Adad, ice ae are-tct me. cae 

Roff. Lord Sir! te : 

:  Faoodeock. What. brings you into. ahi eavien fo 
weer ‘Rofiata? \hope you don’t get eating green fruit 
and trath ; or have you a hankering after fome lover in — 
dowlas, who fpoils my. trees by engraving truelovers knots 
on them, with your, horn and buck-handled knives ? 
1 fee your name written tipon’the cieling of the fervants © 
hall, with the: fméak.of a-candle; and I fufieQR— 

Rof. Not me I hope Sir———No Sir; I am of ano- 
ther guefs mind I affure you } for I have heard fay, men 
are fo falfe and ficklo—— > 

¥. Woedcock. ‘Ay, that’s your flanting idle young fel- 
lows; fo they are; and they-are fo damm’d impudent» 
I wonder a woman will have any thing to fay to them ; 
befides, all that they. ee 4s" 7 to brag of, 
andtellagain, - | re 

Rofs. Why, I own sir, if ever I was to make a flip, 
it fhould be with an elderly So oe 
or feventy-five years of age: ° * 

- 4. Woodeock. No,-child, that’s out ‘of reafon; tho? 
I have known many aman: sarned of; tise with a 
hale: conflitution——’ - ne, 

* Roft. Then, fir; he ati troubled ‘with the: gout, 
have a good ftrong, fubftantial winter cough—and E 
fhould-‘ner. like him i were ne had a fall 
touch of the rheumatifin:- 

. ¥, Woedcack. Phio, oi aatay this injefing. | 

3 . Rajsetta 


aA: COMAG G@PERAS  -39 
.  Roff Na, fr; every: body: bas. a. faftey andl. fave 


mine. 
«SF. Woadeock. Well, but R3feteas nae ing 
ef what I was faying to vost a ek 


ww 


Roff? What w4s-kty Mgt cr Spee and , 
F. Woodcock, ,” Ae! : you | ‘kaavny, sie TS swell 
enough, huffey. ori) ght weld aoe 
Roff. Dear fir, confider., ay,-foulj would. peu rave 
me endanger miy feuk?. icc heal et a 
SF. #oodeock. Nos ho——-Repente? ok 


Rofs.  Befides, fir, confider, what has a poor coat | 
to depend on but her charaéter'? And‘I have heard you 


ventlemen: will talk one. sai before, hae another 
Ales. ge Anat 3 way 


ip Woodcock, Begll een again, ghele a are the idle, falby | 


young dogs ; ‘but. whea 7 have: ta do with: a Raid, 
fober man——— ee 2 on an 
, Rof: Anda ee ee on ne | i 
+. Woodcock. Right, it’s quite a different thing. ——- 
Well, fhall-weRafetta, dhall we? =) °° oe 
Rf Really fir, I don't know what to fay ta it. 


$ 


eS ace! ae ae XXIV. 


Yeung f am, ud fomnia cid: : 
Would you burtveatharwnlefs maid 2” 
 fuead:am innocentiafiray?. ee 
Fempt me not, kind firs I pray. 


'. Meen-ton often we believes, se 
: And how'd you. my faith deceive, 9-0 
Ruin firft,. and then forfake, ee ee 
Suxe my tender heart would breaks 
2 . J. Vaed- 
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gS. Woodcock. Why. you filly girl, I won’e do you any 
harm. | 

Roff. Won't you, fir? . 

F. Woodcock. NotI. - a. 

Ref. But won’t you, indeed, fir? 

FS. Woodcock. Why I tell you. I won "ts 

Rofs. Ha, ha, ha. 

F. Woodcock. Hufley, huffey. So 

Rofs. Ha, ha, ha!—Your fervant, fir, your ane 7 

F Woadcock. Why you impudent, ee 


SC E N E. Ix 
Fuflice Woopceck, Hawrtoan. 

a So, fo, juttice, at odds with gravity! his 
worthip playing a game at romps !—=Your- fervant; fir. | 

F. Woodcock. Hah: friend Hawthorn: fe 

Hawth. I hope 'I don’t fpoil fport, -neighbout: I 
thought I had the pyepics of a Baas as ne in 
here. | 

J. Woodcock. Oh! Ithe maid. Ay, fhe’ has been ga- 
thering a fallad—But come’ hither, mafter Hawthorn, 


and I'll fhew yau fome alterations I intend to make in | 


my garden 

Hawth. No, no, I am no. judge of it -~befides, J 
want to talk to you 4 little more about this—-Tell me, 
fir juftice, were you helping. your maid to gather a 
fallad here, or confulting her ‘afte mn your improve- 
ments, eh ?—Ha, ha, ha!——-Let me fee; all among 
the rofes '. egad, I like your notion: but you look a 
little blank upon it: a are ain! of the bufinefs, 
then, are you? Le 6 


AIR 
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AIR XXV. 

Dons ! neighbour, ne'er blusfh for a tri ifle like this ; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to Hf? a 
The greateft and gravefi—a truce with grimace 

Would do the faine thing, were they in the fame place 
_ No age, no profe effion, no fation is frees "3 
To fovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 
That power, ref, fflefiy n0 frength can oppofe : - 
We all love a pretty girk under the rofe. 


F. Woodcock. I profefs, matter Hawthorn; a is all 
Indian, all Cherokee’ language to me j I don’t uider- 
ftand a word of it. he 

Hawth. No, may be not: well, fir, all> san ar 7 
this letter, and try whether- you ¢am underftand that : 
St is jut brought by a fervint, who ftays.for an anfwer. - 

F$. Woodcock, A letter, and-to me! (tgking the letter) 
Yes, it is to me; and yet I am fure it comes from 
ho cotrefpondent, that I know of; Where: are my 
fpectacles? not but I can fee very well without them 
mafter Hawthorn; but this feems to be a fort of a 
crabbed hand. | 3 

SIR, 

I am bie of giving you this trouble 5 bit i am 
informed there is an unthinking boy, .a fon of mine} 
now difguifed, and in your fervice, in the capacity of @ 
gardener: Yom is a little wild, but an honeft lad, and no 
fool either, tho Lam his father that fay it.. Tom,—ohy. 
this is Thomas, our gardener ;- I always thought that He’. 
was a better man’s child than he appeared to be, though 


I never mentioned it. | | 
G Hawih, 


yo «= LOVEINAVILLAGE. 


Hawth, Well, well, fir; pray Jet’s hear the reft of 
the letter. | 

F. Woodcock. Stay, where is the place? oh, here: Lam 
come in queft of my riinaway, and write this at an inn in your 
village, while I am fwallowing a morfel of dinner:: becaufe, 
“not having the pleafure of your acquaintance, I did not care 


to intrude, without giving you rotite (whoever this perfon — 


is, he underftands good manners). J beg leave to wait 
on you, fir; but defire you would keep my arrival a fecret, 
particularly from the young man. 

: WILLIAM MEADows. 


1’ll affure you, avery well worded, civil letter. Do 
you know any thing of the ppenion who writes it; neigh- 
bour ? 

Haivth, Let me confider—Mecadows-—-By dad I be- 
lieve it is fir William Meadows, of Northamptonjfhire ; 
and, now I remember, I heard, fome time ago, that 
the heir of that family had ab{conded, on account of a 
marriage that was difagreeable to him. It is a good 
many years fince I have feen fir William, but we were 
once well acquainted; and, if you pleafe, fir, I will 
go and conduct him up to the houfe. 

F. Woodcock. Do fo, matter Hawthorn, ag fo. — 
But, pray what fort of a manis this fir Wi Iham Mea- 
dows, is he a wife man? 

Hawth. There is no occafion for a man that has five 
thoufand pounds a year to be a conjurer ; but I fuppofe 
you afk that queftion becaufe of this ftory about his fon; 
taking it for granted, that wife-parents make wife chil- 
dren? , 


Fe Wood. 


Or a ee) 


Tas el 
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F. Woodcock. No doubt of it, mafter Hawthorn, no 
doubt of it.—I warrant we fhall find, now, that this 
yeung rafcal has fallen in love with fome minx, againf 
his father’s confent. Why, fir, if I had as many 
children as king Priam had, that we read of at fchool 
in the deftruction of Troy, not one of them would — 
ferve me fo, , | 

Hawth. Well, well neighbour, perhaps not; but 
we fhould remember when we were young ourfelves ; 
and I was as likely to play an old don fuch a trick in 
my day, as e’er a {park in the hundred; nay, between 
you and me, I had done it once, had the wench been 
as willing as I. | 


AIR’ XXVI. 

My Dolly was the faire/? thing ! 

Her breath difclos'd the fweets of fpring ¢ 
o And if for fummer you woud feck, 

"Twas painted in her eye, her cheek. 

Her fwelling bofom, tempting ripe, 

Of fruitful autumn was the type : 

But, when my tender tale I told, 

J found ber heart was winter cold, 


F. Woodcock. Ah, you were always a fcape-grace, 


" gxattle-cap. 


7 


HHawth, Odds heart, neighbour Woodcock, don’t tell 


ame, young fellows will be young fellows, though we — 
* preach “till we’re hoarfe again ;. and fo there’s an end 


: on a 
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ei *° SCENE. XxX. 
Fuface Woodcock’s ball, 
-Hopce, Marcery. 
Hodge. So, miftrefs, who let you in? 
Marg. Why, I let myfelf in. 
Hodge. Indeed | Marry come up! why, then pray 
let yourfelf out again. Times are cometo a pretty pals ; 
I think you might have had the manners to knock at the | 
_ door firft,—_—Whiat does the wench ftand for? 
Marg. 1 want to know if his worfhip’s at home. __ 
. Hodge. Well, what’ 8 your bufinefs with his worfrp? 
Marg. Perhaps you will hear that.——-Look ye, 
, Hodge, it does not fignify talking, I am come, once for 
ail, to know what you intends fo do ; for | won't be 
made a fool of any longer. 
| Fledge. You won't 
Marg. No, . that’s what ¥ won't, by the bet * man 
that ever wore a head; I am the make- -pame of the 
whole village upon your accoint; and Til try whether 
your mafter gives you. toleration i in your doings. 
Hodge. You will? a 
Marg. Yes, that’s ‘what I will ;, his eons fhal: be 
acquainted sith. all your. pranks, and fee how you will 
like to be fent for a foldier. 
.. lodge. There’s the door ; take a friend’s advice, and 
go about your bufine’s. | ee | 
Marg. My bufinels is with his worthips and J. won't 
g? till I fecs him. 
* Hodge. Look you, Madge, if you makes any of your 
orations here, never {tir if I don’ t fet the dogs" at you: 
—will you be gone: e 


_ Mar. 
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Marg. won't. 
Hodge. Here towzer, (whi/tling ) whu, whu, whu. 


AIR. XXVII 


Was ever poor fellow fo plaug’d with a vixen ? 
Zawns ! Madge don’t spank me, but mind what I fay ; 
You've chofe a wrong parfon for playing your tricks on, 
. So pack up your alls aud be tradging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot 
S°blood muft I fland prating with you here all day ? 
Lve got other matters to mind 
May hap you may think me an afs; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of a work by the mafs I. 


SCENE. XI. 


RossetTa, Hopce, Marcery. 


~ Roff Sure [ heard the voice of difcord here—as I five 
‘an admirer of mine, and if I miftake not, a rival — I'll 
bave fome {port with them — how now fellow ee 
what’s the matter ? 
_ Hodge. Nothing Mrs. Refitta, only this young womar 
wants to fpeak with his worfhip 3 — Madge follow me. 
Marg. No Hodge, this is your fine madam! but { am 
as good flefh-and blood as fhe, and have as clean a fkin 
too, tho’f I mayn’t go fo gay ;’and now fhe’ s here I’ 
tell her a piece of my mind. 
| Hedge. Hotd your tongue will you. | 
Marg. No, I'll fpeak if I dye for it. 
Rof. What is the matter I fay. 
. : Hodge, 
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Hodge. Why nothing I'tell you; — Madge—— ~ 
Marg. Yes, but it is fomething, it’s all along of fhe, 

and fhe may be afhamed of herfelf. 

-Roff. Blefs me child, do yon dire& your difcourfe to 

me? 7" 

Marg. Yes, I ae and to nobody elfe; there was ee 

a kinder foul breathing than he was ’till of Jate ; Thad 

~ never a crofs.word from him till he kept you company ; . 

but all the girls about fay, there’s no fych thing as nee 

ing a fweetheart for you. .. | 
Roff. Do you hear this, friend Hodge ? | 

_ Lodge. Why, you don’t mind fhe I hope; but if 

that vexes her, I do like you, Ido; my mind runs upon 

nothing elfe; and if fo be as you was agreeable to it, I 

would marry you to night, before to morrow. 

‘Marg.Oh you bafe rogue, you deceitful fellow, you 
are parjur’d, you know you are, and you deferve to have. 

your eyes tore out. . 

Hedge. Let me come at herp TN teach you to call, 

“names, and abufe folk. : 

Marg. Do, ftrike me; you a man! ; 
Rof. Hold, hold, — we fhall have a battle, here pre- 
fently, and I may chance to get my cap tore off: 

Never exafperate a jealous woman, tis taking a mad 

ball by the horns; — Leave me to manage her. 
Hodge. You manage her ! Jl kick her. 

Roff: No, no, it will be more for my credit, to get thé 
tetter of her by fair: means ; I warrant Ill bring 
her to reafon. 7 

Hodge. Well, do fo then ; — But may I depend pen 
you? when fhall 1 {peak to the Parfon ?- 

Ref} We'll talk of that another time; — Go. 

Hodge, 
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Hodge. Madge, good-by. : 7 

Roff. The brutality of this fellow fhocks det — Oh 
man, man,—you are al] alike.—A bumkin here, bred as 
.the barn-door! had he been brought up.in a court, 
could he have been more fafhionably vicious? fhew me 
the lord, ’fquire, colonel, or captain of them all, that 
can out-do him. 


AIR. XXVIII. 
Ceafe gay feducers pride to take, 
In triumphs o'er the fair ; 
Since clowns as well can a&t the rakey 


As thofe in higher phere. 


Where then to foun a foameful fate, 
. Shall haplefs beauty go ; 
dn ev'ry rank, in ev'ry flates 
.Poor Woman finds a foe ! 


SCENE. XI. 
‘Rosser, Marcery. 


Marg. Tam —_ to burft, I can’t ftay in the place 
any longer. - | 

Roff. Hold child, come aes, 

Marg. Don’t {peak to me, don’t you. 

Roff: Well, but I have fomething to fay to you of 
confequence, and that will be.for your good ; I fuppofe 
this fellow promifed you marriage. 

Marg. Ay; er he fhould never have prevail’d upon 
me. 

Ref. Well, now you fee the ill eenlequence of truft- 
Sig Ca fuch promifes: when once a man hath cheated a 
woman. 
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woman of her virtu¢, fhe has no longer hold of him # 
he defpifes her for wanting that which he hath robb’d 
_ her of; and like a lawlefs conqueror, triumphs i in the 
ruin he hath occafioned« 

Marg. ——Nan ! 

Roff. However, I hope the experience you have got, 
though fomewhat dearly purchafed, will be of ufe to 
you for the future; arid as to any defigns I have upor 
the heart of your.lover, you may make. yourfelf ealy, 
for J aflure you, I fhall be no dangerous rival; fo go 
your ways and be-a good girl. 

Marg. Yes J don’t very well underftand her 
talk, but I fuppofe that’s as much as to fay fhe’ll keep 
him herfelf ; well-let her, who cares, J don’t fear getting 
better nor he is any day of the year, for the 
matter of that; and I have a thought come into my 
head that may be will be more to my. advantages 


A IR XXIx.. 


Stace Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther Pil feeks 
But go up to town in the waggon next week ; 
A fervice in London is no fuch difgrace, 
And Regifter’s office will get me a place : 
" Bet Blofiom went there, and fogs met with a frien, 
Folks fay in ber filks, fbe’s nowx landing an end ! 
Chen why fooald not I the famie maxim purfue? 
And better my fortune as other girls des 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIIL. 


Enter RossETTA, and LucinDa. . 


Rofs. Ha! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moft deleAably 
ridiculous. And fo your father is content he fhould: be a 
mufic mafter, and will have him fuch; in fpite of all 
your aunt can fay to the contrary ?: 

Lucin. My father and he child, are the beft com- 
panions you ever faw: they have been finging together 
the moft hideous duets ! bobbing joan, and old fir fimo 
the king; heaven knows where Eu/face could pick them 
up ; but he has gonc through half the contents of pills — 
to purze melancholy with him. 

Rofs. And have you refolved to take wing to-night ? | 

Lucin. This very night, my dear; my fwain will £0 
from hence this evening, but no farther than the inn, 
where he has left his horfes; and at twelve precifely, 
he will be with a poft-chaife at the little gate that opens 
from the Jawn, into the road, where I have promiied te 
meet him. . 

Rojs. Then ieenat upon it, I'll bear you company. 

Lucin. We fhall eafily flip out when the family is a 
fleep, and [ have prepared Hodve already. 

Rofs. Nay, for that matter, you need not have a 
more expert pilot than myfelf voon fuch an SADC, 
but hark you—— 


H SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 


RosseTra, Lucinpa, HAwTHorn. 


Hawth. Lucy, where are you. 
Lucin. Your pleafure, Sir. 
Rafs. Mr. Hawthorn, your fervant. 
Hawth. What my little water wagtail, the very. cou- 
ple I wifhed to meet, come hither both of you. 
Rofi. Now Sir; what would you fay to both of us. 
- Hawth, Why let me look at you a littlk———have you 
got on your beft gowns, and your beft cee ? If noty 
go and trick yourfelves out dire&tly, for I'l tell you a 
- fecret there will be a young batchelor in the houfe 
within thefe three hours, that may fall to the fhare of 
coneof you, if you look tharp,——but whether miftrefs 
or maid—— | 
Rof. Ay, marry this is fomething, but how do you 
know, whether either miftrefs or maid, will think him 
worth acceptance. 
Hawtb. Follow me, follow me, I warrant you. 
Lucin. Lcan aflure you, Mr. Hawthorn, 1 am very 
difficult to pleafe. 
Roff. And fo am I Sir. 
Hawth. Indeed ! 


ATR. XXX. 


Well, come, let us beak what the fwain muft poffe a 
Wha may hope.at your feet to implore with fuccefs ? 
Rof. He muft be frh of all, — 
. Straight, comely; and tall; 
Lucin. Neither aukward, 
Rofl. = Nor foolifo; 


Lucin. 
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' Lucin. Nor apifh, 
Rofl. - Nor mulifh: 


a ™ Nor yet foon’d his fortune be pen 


Hawth. What think’ A off a captain 3 2 
Lucin. Al blufter and wounds! 

 Hawth. What thin’ of a fquire ? 
Rofs. To be left for bis hounds. 


(‘The youth that is form'd to my mind, 
© Lucia. | Muft be gentle, obliging, and kind; 
Of all things in Nature love me, 
| Have fenfe both to fpeak, and te fee~m 
| Yet fometimes be filent and blind. 


Rofs. 


 Rofs. Obferve it ye fair in the choice of a mates 


_ Hawth. ¢’Fore George a moft rare matrimonial receipt, 
Jucin. | oes "tis wedlock deterenines your fate, 


ENp oF THE Seconp AcT, 


sx LOVE IN A VILLAGE: | 


PRYOR IR Ma AR RR 
oof act Meh eet © enll Month Woh Ry 


ACT Ul. SCENE ; 


A parlour in Fufice Woovcock’s houfe.. Enter 
Sir William Meavows, ° followed by Uaw- 
THORN. a 


Sir Will. rE L Lthis is excellent, this js mighty 

| ~ geod, this is mighty merry faith, 

ha, ha, } hae ; was ever the like heard Bee that my boy 
_ Yom fhould run. away from me, fer fear of being forced 
to marry a girl he never faw ; that fhe fhould {camper 
from her father, ‘for fear of being forced to marry him ; 
and that’ they. fhould run into one another? s arms this 
way in difvuife ; ; by mere accident ; ; againft their con- 
| fents, and without knowing it as a body may fay : may, 
I never do an ill turn mafter Hawthorn, if it is not one 
of the oddeft adventures partly 

Fawth, Why Sir William it is a romance, a novel, a 
pleafanter hiftory by half, than the loves of Dora/tus and 
Faunia ; we fhail have ballads made of it within thefe 

womonths, fetting forth, how a young “fquire became 
a ferving man of low degree : and it will be ftuck up 
with Adargret’s ghoft, and the Spanith lady, againft the 
walls of every cottage in the country. 

Sir Will, But what pleafes me beft of all mafter 
Fa awthorn, is the ingenuity of the girl. May I never do 
an ill turn, when I was called out ofthe room, and the 
fervant faid fhe wanted to fpeak to me, if I knew what 

to 
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to make on’t: but when the little gypfey took me afide, 
-and told me her name, and how matters ftood, I was 
quite aftonifh’d as a body may fay ; and could not believe 
it partly ; till her young friend, that fhe is with here, affu- 
red me of the truth cn’t. Indeed at laft I began to recol- 
le& her face, though I have not fet eyes on her before, 
fince fhe was the height of a full grown greyhound. 

Rawth, Well Sir Villiam, your fon as yet knows no- 
thing of what has happen’d, nor of your being come hi- 
ther ; and if you'll follow my council, we'll have fome 
fport with him He and his miftrefs were to mect in 
the garden this evening by appointment, fhe’s cone to 
drefs herfelf in all her airs; will you let me direct your 
proceedings i in this affair. 

Sir Will. With all my heart, matter Hawthorn, with 
-all my- heart, do what you will with me, fay what you 
pieafc for me ; Jam fo overjoy'd and fo happy And 
may I never do an ill turn, but Tam very glad to fee you 
too, ay, and partly as much pleafed at that as any thing 
elfe, for we have been merry together before now, when 


we were fome years younger: Well and how has the 
worta gone with you mafter Hawthorn fince we faw one 


another laft. , 
' Hawth, Ww hy, pretty well Sir William, I have no 
feafon to complain; every one has a mixture of four 
with his fweets ; butin the main J believe J have done in 
a degree as tollerably as my neighbours. 


t 


- 


AIR 
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AIR XXXI. . 


‘The world ts a well furnifid table, 
Where guefis are promifc’aufly fet ; 

We all fare as well as we're able, 
And feramble for what we can get. 


My fimile holds to a tittle, 

Some gorge, while fome fearce have a tafle ; 
But if lam content with a little, 

Enough is as good as a feaft. 


SCENE. IL, 


' Sir Witt1AM Meapows, HawrHorn, RosseTra, 


Rofs. Sir William I beg pardon for detaining you, 
but | have had fo much difficulty in adjufting my bor- 
rowed plumes, ——~ 
_ Sir Will. May J never do an ill turn but they fit you 
toa T, and you look very well fo you do; coekfbones 
how your father will chuckle when he comes to hear 
this Her father matter- Hawthorn is as worthy a man 
_aslives by bread, and has been almoft out of his fenfes 
for the lofs of her ——But tell me hufley, has not thig 
been all a fcheme, a piece of conjuration between you 
ahd my fon ; faith I am half perfuaded it has, it looks 
{6-ltke hocus pocus as 4 body may fay. 

Rofs. Upon my honour Sir William what.has — 
ed has been the mere effeét of chance; I came hither 
unknown to your fon, and he unknown tome: Ine- | 
ver in the leaft fufpected that Thomas the gardener was 
other than his appearance {poke him, and leaft of all, 
that he was a perfon with whom I had fo clofe a connec- 

hoa 
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tion. Mr. Hawthorn can teltify the aftonifhment I was in 
when he firft informed. me of it : but I] thought it was 
my duty to come to an immediate explanation with you 

Sir Will. 1s not fhe a neat wench mafter Hawshorn?. 
May I never do an illturn but the is——-But you litde 
plaguy devil, how came this love affair between you? 

Rofs. I have told you the whole truth very ingenuonfly 
Sir ; fince your fon and I have been fellow fervants, as I 
may call it, in this houfe, I have had more than reafon 
to fufpeé&t he had taken a liking tome; and I wiil own 
with equal franknefs, had I not look’d upon him as a 
perfon fo much below me, I fhoutd have had no objec- 
tion to receiving his courtthip. 7: 

Hawth. Well faid by the lord Harry, all above board, 
fair and open. 

Rofs. Perhaps I may be eenfured by. fome for: this can- 
did declaration ; but I love to fpeak my fentiments,.and 
I affure you Sir William, in my own opinion, I fhould 
prefer a gardener, with your fon’s good qualities, to a 
eer of the fhire without them. 


AIR XXXII. 


"Tis not wealth, it ts not birth, 
Can value to the foul convey; 
Minds poffe[s fuperior worth, — j 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes aways — 
Like the fun true merit fhow's, 
By nature warm by nature brights 
With inbred flames, he nobly tis: 
Nor necds tie. aid of berrow'd wolt 


Hawi, Well, but Sir, we lofe tine 's not thig 
about the hour you appointed to meet in the garden? 


Rof: 
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Rofs. Pretty near it. 

Hawth. Oons then, what do we ftay for? come my 
old friend come along, and by the way we will confubt 
how to manage your interview. 

Sir. Will. Ay, but I muft foeak a word or two ta my | 
man about the horfes firft. 


SCENE II. 


RossETTa, Hopce. 


Rofi. Well — What’s the bufinefs ? 
Hedze. Madam — Mercy on us, I crave pardon! 
Rofi. Why Hodge, don't you know me? 

“Hodge. Mrs. Rofetta f 

Rofs. Ay- : 

Hodge. Know you, ecod | don’t know whether I do 
or not: never ftir, if I did not think it was fome lady 
belonging to the ftrange gentlefolks: why you ben’t 
dizen’d, this way to go to the ftatute dance PorACenads be 
you? 

Roff, Have patience and you'll fee: — But is there 
any thing amifs that you-came in fo abruptly ¢ 

Hodge. Amifs! why there’s ruination. 

Refs. How, where? 

Hedge. Why with mifs Lucinda: her aunt has catch’d 
fhe, and the gentleman above ftairs, and over-heard all 
their love difcourfe. 

Rofs. You don’t fey fo! 

Eledee, Ecod, I had like to have pop’d in among 
them this inftant, but by good luck, I heard Mrs. Deb- 
ral’s yoice, and ran down again, as faft as ever my kegs 
could carry me. 

Rofs. Is your matter in the houfe ? 


L 


Hodge. 


~ 
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Hodge. What his worfhip? no, no, he is gone into — 
the fields to talk with the reapers and people. 

Ros. Poor Lucinda, 1 with I could go up to a but 
I am fo engaged with my own affairs — 

‘Hodge. Mrs. Rofetta. 

Rofs. Well. 

Hodge. Odds bobs, I muft have one’ fmack i yea 
{weet lips. 

Rofs. Oh ftand off, you know I never allow libeities: 

Hodge. ‘Nay, but why fo coy, there’s reafon in roait+ 
ing of eggs ; I would not deny you fuch a thing. - 

Rofs. That’s kind, ha, ha, ha! — but what will be- 
come of Lucinda? Sir William waits for me, I muft be 
gone. —— Friendfhip a moment by your leave, yet a3 
our fufferings have been mutual, fo fhall our joys; I 
already lofe the remembrance of all somes pan) and 
anxieties. 


AIR XXXILL. 7 


The traveller benighted, 
And led thro” weary ways ; 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
_ With joy the dawn furveys. 
Lhe rifing.profpects viewing, 
Each look is forward caf; - 
He fmiles bis courfe purfuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paft. - 


ae oo - SCENE 
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SCENE Vs 


_ Hopce, Mrs. DeBorAn Wooncock, LucinpA. : 

Hodge. Hift, flay? don’t I hear a noife? 

.Eucin. (within) Well, but dear, dear aunt. 

Mrs. Deb. (within) You need not fpeak t to me, for it 
does not fignify. | 

Hodge. Adwawns dies are coming here, ae rit, get 
out of the way ; — Murrain take it this door is bolted 
now — So fo. | 

Mrs, Deb. Get along, get. along ; (driving i in 1 Lucinda 
before ber ) you are a fcandal to the name of Woodcack ! 
but I was refolved to find you out, for I have fufj pected 
you a great while, though your father, filly man, will 
have you fuch a poor innocent. | 
| Lucin. What fhallido. 

Mrs. Deb. I was determined to difcover what yOlty 
and your pretended mufic mafter were about ; and lay 
in wait on purpofe:: I believe -he thought to efcape me, 
by flipping into the elofet when I knocked at the door; 
but I was even with him, for now I have him under | 
Jock and key, and pleafe the fates, there he thall remain 
till your father comes in: I will convince him of his 
error,’ whethér he will or not. 

Eucix. You won't be fo cruel, lam fuze you won’t s 
I thought I had made you my friend by telling you the 
truth. 

Mrs. Deb. Telling 1 me the* truth quotha } ? did I not 
overhear your fcheme of running away to night, thro” 
the partition ; did not I find the very bundles packed up — 
in the room with you ready for going off? -No brazen- 
face, I found out the truth by my own fagacity, though 


your 
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your father fays, Iam a fool ; but now we'll be judged 
who is the greateft. —— And you Mr. Rafcal, my bre- 
ther fhall know what an honeft fervant he has got. 

| Hodge. Madam | - 

. Mrs, Deb. You were to have been aiding and afift- 
ing them in their efcape, and have been the go-between 
jt feems, the letter carrier ! 

_— Hodge. Who me madam ! 

- Mrs. Deb. Yes, you firrah | - 

' Hodge. Mifs Lucinda, did lever carry a letter for — 
_Yil make my affidavy before his worfhip —— , 

. Mrs. Deb.’ Go, go, you are a yillain, hold your 
tongue. 

- Lucin. I own aunt I have been very faulty in this 
affair ; I don’t pretend to excufe myfelf; but we are all _ 
fubje&’ to frailties, confider that, and judge of me by 
yourfelf, who were once young, and inexperienced ag 


Tam. 
- | AIR XXXIV. 
Ff ever a fond inclination, © 
 Rofe in your bofom to rob you of ref § 
Reflect with a little compajfion, 
On the foft pangs, which prevail’d in my ines. 
Ob where, where would you fly me, 
Can you deny me thus torn, and d Yirep 3 | 
Think when my lover was by me, 
Would I, how cou'd 1, refufe his requeft ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you ; 
Look on me fighing, crying, dying ; 
Ab ! is there no language can move? 
If 1 have been too complying J+ | 
Hard was the conflict’ twit duty, and love. 
12 : Mrs, 
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| Mrs. Deb. This is mighty pretty romantic ftuff ! but 


you learn it out of your play books, and novels. Girls | 
.. in my time, had other employments, we work’d at our. 


needles, and kept ourfelves from idle thoughts.: before 
I .was your age, I had finifhed with my own fingers, a 


complete fet of chairs, and a fire fcreen in tent ftitch 5 


_ four counterpanes, in Marfailles quilting: and the 
creed and the ten commandments, in the hair of our 
family : it was framed, and glazed, and hung over the 
parlour chimney piece, and your poor dear grandfather 
was prouder of it, than of e’era picture in his houfe, 
if never looked into abaok, but when I faid my prayers, 
except it was the complete houfewife, or the great fa- 
mily receipt book : whereas you are always at your ftu- 
dies: Ah! I never knew a woman come to good, that 
was fond of reading. 

Lucin. Well, pray. madam, let me prevail on you to 
give me the key to let Mr. Euftace out, and I promife, 
I never will proceed a ftep farther in this saa with- 
out your acvice and approbation. 

Mrs. Deh. Have not I told you already my refolution ? 


——-Where are my clogs and my bonnet? J’ll go out to” 


my brother in the fields; I’m a fool you know child, 

now let’s fee what the wits think of themfelves,— 

Don’t held me 
Lucin. Pm not going ; —I ‘age thought of a way to 


_ be even with you, fa you may doas you pleafe. 


A COMIC OPERA, 
SCENE. V. 


HopceE. 
Well, I thought it would come to this, I’ll be fmt if 
I didn’t So here’s a fine jobb ——~ But what can. 
they do to me They can’t fend me to jail for car-— 
rying a letter, feeing there was no treafon in it; and 
how was I obligated to know my mafter did not allow 
of their medina: :—The worft they can do, is to turn _ 
me off, and I am fure the place is no fuch great pur- 
chafe — indecd, I fhall be forry to leave Mrs. Roffetta, 
fecing as how matters are fo near being brought to an 
end betwixt us; but fhe and I may keep company all 
as one: and I finds Madge has been {peaking with gaffer 
Broadwheels, the waggoner, about her carriage up to 
London; fo that I have got rid of fhe, and I am fure I 
have reafon to be main giad of it, for the led me a wea- 
ryfome life But that’s the way of them all. 
. AIR. KXXV. 
A plague of thofe wenches, they make fuch a pother, 
When once they have let’n aman have his will ; 
_ They're always a whining for Something or other, = 
And cry he’s unkind in bis carriage: 
What tho f he Speaks them ne'er fo fairly | 
Still they keep teaxing, tedzing on: 
| You cannot peruaess em > 
Till promife you've made ’em. 
And after they've got tt, 
They tell you——add rot it! 
Titir charatter’s blafted, they're ruin'd, undone ; 
And then, to be fure, fir, 
There is but one cure, fir, 


And all the diftaurfe is of marriage. 


SCENE 
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‘Ss C EN E. vi 
oh, A Greenboufe. 
Enter Young MEADows. 


“Y. Meadows. 1 am glad I had the seaautions to bring 
this {uit of cloaths in my bundle, though L_hardly know 
myfelfin them again, they appear fo ftrange, and feel 
fo unwieldy. However, my gardener’s jacket goes on 
‘no more.—I wonder this girl does not come (looking at 
bis watch}: perhaps. the won’t come—-Why, then I'l} 
go into the village, take a poft-chaife, and depart with- 
@ut any farther ceremony. 


e gyn AIR XXXVI. 
| How much fuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeft bofoms find; 
But with reffilefs force it draws, 
Lo fenfe and fweetnef join'd. 
The cafket, where, to outward fhow, | 
The workman’s art is feen, | 
_ 4s doubly valu’d, when we know 
It holds a gem within. 


Hark! the comes. 
S CEN E- VI. 
ade Sir WintraM Meanows axd Haw Te 


T. Meadows, cen yy any ! What-can n this 
mean? | 

Sir Will. Tom, are. not you a fad boy, Jom, to bring 
nic a hundred and forty miles. here, May I never 


» 


do 


! 
! 
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do an ill turn, Sut you deferve to have your head broke s - 

and I have 2 good mind, partly. ——- What, firrah, don’t. 
you think it worth your while to fpeak to me? 

| Y. Adeadows. Forgive me, fir, I own I have been itt 

a fault. 

Sir Will, Ina fault! to run away from me becaufe. t 
_ was going to do you good.~—May I never do an ill turng 
mafter Hauthorn, if I did not pick out as fine a girl for — 
him, partly, as any in -Egnland; and the rafcal run 
away from me, and. came here and turn’d gardener.— 
And pray what did you propofe to yourfelf, Tom ? i 
know you were always fond of Bottany, as they call ie; 
did you intend to keep the trade going, and advertife 
‘ fruit-trees and flowering-fhrubs, to be had at Meadows’s 
nurfery ? 
| Hawth. No, Sir William, I apprehend - the young 
gentleman defigned to lay by the profeffion ; for he has 
quitted the habit already. 

Y. Meadows. 1 am {0 aftonithed to fee you here, Cir, 

that I don’t know what to fay ; but, I affure you, if 
you had net come, I fhould have returned home to you 
direGtly. Pray, fir, how did you find me out? 
Sir, Will, No matter, Tom, no matter ; it was partly , 
by accident, as a body may fay ; but what does that fig- 
nify—tell me, boy, how ftands your ftomach towards 
matrimony? do you think you could alget a wife 
now f 

Yr. Meadows. Pray, fir, don’t mention it; I fthall 
always behave miyfelf as a dutiful fon ought: I will 
mever marry without your confent, and I hope yee 
wen't force me to do it againftmyown, | 


Sin. 
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Sir Will. ls not this mighty provoking, mafter Hau: 
therri? Why, firrah, did you ever fee the lady I de- 
figned for you? 


- XY Meadows. Sir, I don’t doubt the lady’s merit ; but, 


at prefent, I am not difpofed. 


Hawth. Nay, but young gentleman, fair and fofly, = 
you fhiould pay fome refpe@ to on father in this : 


matter. 


Sir Will. Refpect, matter Hawthorn | / may I nevct | 


do an ill turn, but he fhall marry her, or ’ll difinherit 
him! there’s once. Look you, Jom, not to make any 
more’ words of the matter, I have brought the lady 
here with me, and Ill fee you contracted before we 
part ; or you fhall delve and plant cucumbers as Fong: as 
you live. 


Y. Meadows, Have you brought the lady here, fir’ ; aa 


T am forry for: it. 


Sir Will. Why forry? what, then you won't a | 


her? we'll fee that ; pray, mafter Hawthorn, conduét the 
fair one inn—Ay, fir, you may fret, and dance about, 
trot at the rate of fifteen miles'an hour, if you pleafe - 
but may I never do an il} curn, but I am refolved. 


SCENE VII 


Sir WILitaM Meapows. HawtTuorn, Young MEA- 
pows, RosseTTa. 


- Hawth, Here is the lady, fir William. 


Sir Will. Come in, ‘madam, but turn your face from - 


him—he would not marry you begaufe he had not feen 
you: bat I'll let him know my-chvice fall be his, and 
he fhall confent to marry you before he fees you, or nat 
ant acre of eftate.——Pray, fir, wale this way. 


YT. Mea» 


—_ 
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¥Y, Meadows. Sir, I cannot help’ thinking your-con- 
du& a little éxtraordinary; but, fince you urge me {a 
clofely, I mutt tell you my affections are engaged, . 

- Sir Will. Hew,-Tom, how ! 

WY. Meadows. 1 was determined, fir, to have got the 
better of my inclisiation, and never have done a thing 
which I knew would be difagreeable to you. 
i Sir Will, And pray, fir, who are > your aneaons sas 
gaged to? let me know that. 

Y. Meadows. To a perfon, fir, whofe rank and fors 
tune may be no recommendations to her ; but whofe 
charms and accomplifhments entitle her to a monarch; 
{am forry, fir, it’s impofiible for me to comply with 
your commands, and I hope you will not be offended 
if [quit your prefence. 

Sir Will, Not, not in the leat; go about yout | 
bufinefs. | 


— -¥. Meadows. Sir, I obey. 


| AIR XXXVI. 

Rofl. When we fee a lover languifh, 

And his truth and honour prove, - 
Ah! bow fweet to heal his angutfh, 
. And repay him love for love. : : 

‘Sir Will, Well, Tom, will you go away from me | 
pow? 

Hawth. Perhaps, fir Wiliam, your fon abe not like 
the lady; and’ if fo, pray do’ nt put a force upon his - 
melination. 

Y. Meadows. You need not have taken this method, | 
fir, to let me fee you were acquainted with my folly, 
whatever my inclinations are ——w-, 


K ee Wil, 


. | o> 
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. Sir Will. Well, but Tom, fuppofe I give my confent 
to your marrying this young woman! 

Y. Meadows. Your confent, fir’! 

Roff. Come, fir William, we have ee, the sell fa far 
enough ; I fee your fon is in a kind of embarrafiment, 
and.I don’t wonder at it.;-but this letter, which I ve- 
ceived from him a few days before: I left my father’s 
houfe, will,. I apprehend, expound the riddle.—He 
cannot be furprized that I ran away from a gentleman 
who-exprefled fo much diflike to me 3. and what has 


happened fince chance brought us together in mafques 


rade, there is no occafion for me.to inform him of, -..- 
YY. Meadows. What is all this? Pray don’t uns 2 


jet of me. 


‘and recover yourfelf. z 


i¢ 


Sir Wik. May I never do an “al. eat Tom, if it ig 
not truth ; this is my friend’s s daughter. ,,, : 


Y. Meadows. Sir! Ge, 
Roff. Even fo; "tis very true indeed. In fhort, you 


~ have not been a mecr2 whim‘ical gentleman, than I 


have a gentlewoman 5 but you fee.we are defigned for 
one another, ’tis plain. ; 

XY. Meadows. 1 know not, madam, what I cine Head 
or fee, a thoufand things are crowding on my imagina- 


tion; while, like one juft wakened from, a dream, I 


doubt which is reality, which delufion.. 
«Sir Will. Well then, Tom, come into the air ou 


ad 


, Y.. Meadows.» Nay, dear fir, haye. a. little ‘patience’; 


Ph you give her to me? ;: 
: Sir Wiil.. Give ter to you! ay, that T do, aiid my. 
_bleffing into the-bargain. | oe 


Y. Meadows. Then, fir, I am the Hosein man in 


the world. I enquire no farther; here Ix the utmoft 


limits of my hopes and happinels. AIR 


\ 


~ ee 
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| AIR XXXVIII-. 
Y. Mead. All I wifh in her obtaining, 


Fortune can no more impart 3 — 
Rofl. Let my eyes my thoughts explaining, 
Speak the feelings of my heart. 


Y. Mead. ‘oy and pleafure never cca/ing, 
Roff. Love with length of years increafing. 


Together. Thus my heart and hand furrender , 
Heve my faith and truth I plight ; 

Conflant fill, ana kind and tender, 
May our flames burn ever bright, — 


€ 


Hawth. Give you joy, fir; and your fair lady. —And, 
under favour, J’ll falute you, too, 7 there’s no fear of 
jealoufy. 

Y. Meadows. And may i believe this ?—Pr rythee tell 
me, dear Rofetta. 

Roff: Step into the houfe and I’ll tell you every thing | 
—JI muft intreat, the good offices of Sir William, ang 
Mr. Hawthorn, iromeciately; for I am in the utmof 
uneafinefs about my poor friend Lucinda, 

Haut). Why, what's the matter ? | 3 

Roff, I don’t know, but I. have reafon to fear, I left 
her juft now in very difagrecable circumftances, howe: 
ever, I hope, if there’s any mule fallen out iSetwesn 
her father and her lover 

. Hawt). The mufic mafter, I ‘thought fo. 

Sir Will. What is there a lover in the cafe, may I. 
never do an ill turn, but I am glad, fo lam ; for we'll 
make a double wedding ; and, by way of celebrating 
it, take a trip to Londen, to thew the brides {ome ot the 

K 2 pleafures 
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pleafures of the town.. And, mafter Hawthorn, you 
fhall be of the party.—Come, children, go before us. 
Hawth. Thank you, fir Wiliam, V'll go into the - 
houfe with you, and to church to fee the young folks 
married ; but, a3 to. London, I beg to be excufed. 


AIR XXXIX. 


If ever Pm catch’d in thofe regions of fmoak, 
That eg of confufion and noife, | 

ey Iine’er know the fweets of a flamber sleek : 
Nor the pleafures thecountry enjoys. 

Nay, mores let them take me to punifh my fing 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 

. Clap me up with their monflers, cry, mafters walk in, 

And foew me for two-pence a piece. 


SCENE IX. 
Suffice Woopcocx’s ball. 


Enter Fuflice Wooncock, Mrs. Desoran Wocp- 
COCK, Lucinpa, Eustace, Hopce. 


Mrs. Deb. Why, brother, do you think I’can hear 
er fee, or make ufe of my fenfes? Itell you, I left 
that fellow locked up in her clofet ; and while I have 
been with you, they have broke open the door, and 
got him out again. 

Ff. Woodcock. Well, you hear what they fay. 

Mrs. Deb. I care not what they fay|; it’s you sea 
rage them in their impudence. Hark’e, huffey, wit! 
you face me down that I did not lock the fellow up? 

Eucin. Really, aunt, I don’t know what you mean ; 
when you talk intelligibly, 1°ll anfwer-you. 


Euf. 


— 
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Euft: Serioufly madam, this is eanying the jeft a 
little too far. 

Mrs. Deb. What then, I did not eatch you together 
in her chamber, nor over-hear your defign of going off 
to night, nor find the bundles packt ep — 

Euft, Ha, ha, ha! 

Lucin. Why aunt you raye. 


.o 


Mrs. Deb. Brother, as I am a chriftian woman, fhe | 


conféffed the whole affair to me from firft to laft: and 
in this very place was down upon her marrow-bonesy 
for half an hour together, to beg I would conceal is 
from you. . 

Hodge. Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! 

Mrs. Deb. What firrah, would you brazen me too, 
take that (axes his) 

Hodge. 1 with you wonld keep your hands to your-. 


Self, you ftrike me, becaufe you have been telling his.- 


worfhip flories. 

J, Woodtock. Why fifter you are tipfey | 

Mrs. De}. 1 tipfey brother ! — f — that never touch 
a drop of any thing ftrong from year’s end to year's 
end; but now and then a little Annyfeed Water, when 


I have got the cholic. 
Lucan. Well, aunt, you have been complaining of the 


~ ftomach-ach all day : and may have taken too powerful 


a doze of your cordial. - 
F Woodcock. Come, come, I fee well sid how it’ 
ig, this is a lye of her own invention, to make herfelf =» 


appear wife: but you fimpleton, did not you know f 
mutt find you out 


SCENE: 


5 
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SCENE: xX. 


Enter Sir Witttam Meapows, Hawrnorn, Ros. 
SETTA, Young MEADows. ° 


VY. Meadows. Blefs me Sir! look who is yonder, 

Ser Pill, Cockfoones, Jack, honeft’ Jack, are you 
there. 

Euft. Plague on’t, this ‘rencounter is unlucky — Sir 
Wilitam your fervant. 

Sir Mill. Your fervant again, and again, heartily your. 
fervant ; may I never do an ill turn, but I am glad ta 


4 


mect < you. 


3. Woodcock. Pray Sir William, are you acquainted 


with this perfon? 
Sir Will, What, with Jack Euftace ! why | he’s my 


kinfman: his mosher and I are ‘coufin-germans once 
removed, and Jack’s a very worthy, young fellow ; may, 
I never do an ill turn if I tell a word of a lye. 

F. WWoadcock. Well, but Sir Hillam, let me tell you, 
you know nothing of the matter ; this man is a mufic 
rafter ; 2 thrummer of wire, and {craper of cat-gut, and. 
teacnes my daughter to fing. 

Sir. Vill, What Jack Eujftace a mufic matter ! no, 


no, LE know him better. 
' Euft. S’death, why fhould I attempt to carry on this 


Vabfurd farce any longer ?—What that gentlemen tells. 


a is very true, Sir; Iam no mufic mafter indeed, 
Sf. Woodcock. You are not, you own it then? : 
Lp. Nay, more Sir, I am as this lady has reprefented 
e, (painting to Mrs. Debcrab) your daughter’s lover ; 
whom with her own confent, I did intend to have car- 
ricd-off this nizht; but now that Sir /Villam Meadcws is 
here. 
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here, to tell you wha, and what I am; I throw my- 
felf upon your generofity, from which I expect greater 
advantages, than I could reap from any impofition = 
your untufpicio's nature. 

Mrs. Deb. Well brother, what have you to fay for 
gourfelf now? you have made a precious day’s work 
ef it? had my advice been taken: Oh I -am afhamed 
of you, but you are a weak man and it can’t be helprt; 
however you fhould let wifer heads dire you. 

Lucins Dear papa, pardon me. 

Sir Will. Ay, do Sir forgive her; my ests Jack, 
wil make her a good hufband, il anfwer for it. 

Raf. Stand out.of the way, dnd let me {peak two or 
three words to his worfhip ; — Come my dear fir, 
though you ref fufe all the world, T‘am’ fure you can 
eng me nothing: love is a venial faule— You know 
what I niean.s— Be reconciled to your daughter, J 
conjure you, by the memory of our pait affections aoa 
Whatno:awaord! — | 
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Go naughty man, L can’ abi. le you; 
- Are th ven your vows fa fion fi urgot 2 
Ab! now Type if L bud try’d you ; 
What would have teen iy bopesul lot. 
But here [ charge yau—AMake them happy ; 
Blefs the fond pair, and crown their biifs: 
Coine be a dear gicd-natur d pathy ; 
And Pi reward you with a ifs. 


“ Mrs. Deb. Come turn out of the houfe; a:d be 
thankful my brother dues not hang you, for he could 
do 
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do it, he’s a juftice of peace 5 3———~ turn out of the’ 
houfeIfay:~  . 
F. Woedcock. Who gave you authority to turn him 
out of the houfe—he thall ftay where he is. 
Mrs. Deb. He fhan’t marry my niece. 
| ¥. Woodcock. Shan’t he? but I'll thew you the differ 
rence now, I fay he fhall matry het, and what will you 
do about it. | 
Mrs. Deb. And you will give him your eftate toe, 
will you? : 
SF. Woodeack. Yes 1 wil. 
Mrs. Deb. Why Tam fure he’s 2 vagabond. 
_ F. Woodcock, J like him the better, [ would have hins 
a vagabond. 
Mrs. Deb. Brother oer 
Hawthorx. Come, come, madam all’s very well, and 
i fee my neighbour is what I always thought him, a 
man of fenfe and prudence. | 
Sir Will. May 1 never do an ill turn, but I fay fo too. 
. Woodcock. Here young fellow take my, daughter ; 
and blefs you both together; but hark you, no money 
till I die; obferve that. 
uf. Sir in giving me your daughter, you beftow 
upon me more than the whole world would bs without 
her. 


AIR 
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AIR. XLI. - 

Euft. Lhe merchant whofe veffil, the winds made their fport’ 
At laft thus arrives with his treafurein port’; 


His labour requited, bis duty he pays; 
fis dangers are pai, and his heart is at cafe 


Lucin. Were monarchs omens to make. me , @ bride, 3 
Undazzled I'd look on their fplendour and pride; _ 
Refufed foould their crowns,. and.their. palaces be, 
Contented to he ve ina a cottage t with thee. 


Both. Ox Earth, if ere s ought of fubflantial delight, 
Lis fure when like us a fond couple unite; ~ 
When bleffed in each other their firuggles are 0 er, 
And pleafures are heighten’d by pains gone before. 


Ref. Dear Lucinda, if words could one the tran{- 
ports of my heart upon. this occafion— 


Lucin, Words are the tools of hypocrites, the ait 
ders to friendfhip ; only let us refolve to preferve our 
efteem for each other. - 

Y. Meadows. Dear Jack, I little thought we fhould 
ever meet in fuch odd circumftances—bat here has been 
the ftrangeft bufinefs between this lady and me 

Hodge. What then Mrs. Ro/setta, are you turned 
falfe-hearted after, all; will you marry Tomas the gar- 
dener, and did I fot Madge for this ? 

Roff. Oh lord Hedge ! I beg your pardon ; 5 I proteft 
I forgot ; but I muft reconcile you and Madge I think ; 
_and give you a wedding dinner to make you amends. 
Hodge. N ah. 

Hawth. Adds me Sir, here are fome of your neigh- 
L bours 
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bours come to vifit you, and I fuppofe, to make up the 
company of your ftatute ball ; yonder’s mufic too I fee, 
fhall we enjoy ourfelves; if fo give me your hand 
~  F, Weodcock. Why here’s my hand, and we will en- 
Joy ourfelves, heaven blefs you both children I fay,—— 
fitter Deborah, you are a fool. | | 
Mrs. Deb. You are a fool brother, and mark my 


wards — But Tl Be a no mare trouble about 
ou. | 
Hawtb. Fidlers frike Up. - 


; ATR. XLII. 


Hence with cares Guilds oad frowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy ; 

Ev’ ry grief in pleafure drowning, ; 
Mirth this happy night employ : 

Let's to friendfrip do our duty ; 
Laugh and fing fome good old firain, 

Drink a health to love and beauty, 
May: they long in triumph reign, 


| A Table of the Songs, with the names of 
! ‘the feveral compofers. N B. Thofe mar- 
ked thus * were compofed on purpofe for 
this Opera. > * | | 


A New Overture by Mr. Abel. 


x Hope thou nurfe of young defire = Mr. Weldon 
a Whence can you inherit Abos 
3 My heart’s my own my will is free Arne 
4 When once love’s fubtle poifon gains Arne 
5*Oh had I been by fate decreed Howard 
6 Gentle youth ah tell me why | Arne 
ee in hopes to get the better . Arne 
8 There was a jolly miller once | 
g Let gay ones and great Baildon 


10 The honeft heart whofe thoughts are free Fefting 
{1 Well well fay no more 


12 Cupid God of foft perfuafion | Gardini 
13 How happy were my days till now _ Arne 
14 A Medley 
ACT I. 
15 We women like weak Indianstrade _—~Paradies 
16 Think my faireft how delay Arne 
ec me dear aunt Arne 
18 When I followed a lafs that was froward and fhy 
Let rakes and libertines refign’d Handel 
we How bieft the maid whofe bofom Gallupi 
21 In vain I every art aflay | Armeé 
22 Begone [ agree .. Arne 
23 Oh how fhall I in language weak Cary 
24 Young I am and fore afraid ‘  Gallupi 
25 Oons neighhour ne’er blufh for a trifle like 
_ this | ' Arne 
26 My Dolly was the faireft thing Handel 
27 Was ever poor fellow fo plagued witha vixen Agus 
28 Ceafe, gay feducers, pride to take Arne 
| 7 29 Since 
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‘Singe Hodge roves un tefl ‘ho ‘farther = a 4 
29, Vieek © OT ea Soe j Arid 
3c*Well come let Us hear wise the fwains fuk 2 old, 
poflefs, | | | Ame. 


: 2 
5 dial tA op eo, ge teow Fig ase 


31 The, world i is a a furnifhed . Arne 


32 itis not wealth, itis net: oe — Gardini 
e 


33* The Cave): er henight 


24 Lf ever-a-fond ifGhinatloly | eRSEEL _ Genin 


ag Pr uev 'thefe wenches they make fach a Po- ae 
ther ; , oe 


aC*How touch apciior ere awes 6° °% oo aa aS 


Ey + Ween we fee a lover lansnifi ‘ "Arte 
33 Alli with in her obtaitlimg oC of bes Arte. | 
ae fever l an eatched ur tole fégion noOr a 
 fimeke . ose (7 ss Boyee 
acrGo nau chry man toni ‘abide you ie Arte 


: At oe he inerchayit whale. Y scht tie wind. | as take hae “ 


Gee ae See Me ‘Arhe 


ee 


«a 


42 oven cwith care ccémplaintsand frowning: ‘Boyce. 
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